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ENCHANTED HEARTS 

CHAPTER I 

MRS.PB(HmrSlKwrders«lway3countedthe 
hotises after thf^ turned mto West Sixty- 
blankth Street. Of course tliis was not 
entirely necessary, for Mrs. Ftoa^s number was 
quite visible above the door. It was rathra the result 
of habit acquired during tbe eariy dusk c4 winter 
evenings when Mrs. IVouty's sense of economy would 
not admit of Hating the hall U^A untO fifteen min' 
utes before the dinner gong sounded. On such 
evenings there was no d w t»n g iiiihing mark about 
the Prouty boardmg-hotise — ^pardon; Mrs. Adeline* 
Prouty's exclusive family residence — which extended 
the privilege to a few favoured souls at housing than 
and furnishing more or less adequate bodily suste- 
nance in consid^^tioD of Tatyiog sums pa- week! 
To call it a boarding-house in the presence of the 
hostess herself was to subject one's head to the out- 
pourings of vials of wrath. Periuq>s this was one 
reason why there were- always j^oity of empty rooms 
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4 Enchanted Hearts 

at iSia. Ftouty's. Despite the sneers of cynics, the 
human famfly does not like to exist under perpetiul 
8o«al otdigations. It prefers, when it can, to pay 
for what it x^ce^ves and to be independent. It likes 
ntRnenclattire, also, to be unequiTOcal. If at all times 
it does not insist that the proverbial spade be called 
a spade or enlarged to a steam shovel, at least it 
does not — in tliese post-Victcnian days — ^prefer it 
h^Ki-paiided, tied with a ribbon, resting against the 
padour manteL 

Had Mjs. Frouly, amid frantic hand-to-hand 
sbv^ei witii grammar, forgone her claims to 
azistocrmtic Soutliera lineage — which might have 
heean located, it is true, within walking distance oi 
Maaon and Dixon's line by an enthusiastic mountain 
dimber — she might have prospered more after the 
late unlamented Prouty's death. One must, how- 
ever, have one's solace as well as one's outlet for 
imsgination, and the Southern myth — aa Cricket 
(self-styled tlie "ill-starred boarder") was wont to 
rranark — sored Mrs. Prouty well in both capacities. 

It was this same Cridcet, moreover, who, in order 
to iftustrate the care with which Mrs. Frouty's 
boarders diould count the houses, tdd of absent- 
mmdedly fdlowing a boarder of a house adjacent 
uto the latter's abode, and of not discovering hia 
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i 
mistake untS he saw strange facea ehout Mm at 
diniicT. haU an hour afterward. AHowaaee shoold 
be made, one must admit, for Cncket's tale^ yet it 
may safely be said that to those ^o have ever been 
within the sacred portals oi that aaouuSy, a private 
boardingJjouse in the West Sixtieth sectiiMi of New 
Toric, the entire scheme ai Mis. Fhmty*s wtinagv 
Is known. 

Tlie bi^ stoop covering the basement door, with 
its clanging g(mg; the dining-room window, openmg 
— if its formidable iron bais warrant sudi a tenn — 
iqton the area way, a )At below street levd. are osSj 
a trifle more familiar than the pecuHar aroma tinng 
fnna the kitchen and greeting tme as he turns bis 
key in the latch of the frmit dora*. That cJanging 
gong and wafting ansna will bring memories troc^nng 
to every quondam boarding-honsed soul. Tbou^ 
high-priced authors continue to write of langnoroiBl 
society puppets, and the social columns (^ chromatic 
dailies swell with the doings of the iUte as if thdr 
movements alone were of moment, the real life id 
Manhattan town is lived in its boarding-houses. 
The typical chndren of the great, restless, kaleido- 
sci^ic metropolis drift ^yhu shdter to shelter as 
csiwice of mind or purse demands. They are (rf the 
same species as the (Hvminent New Ytxker who drifts 
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6 Enchanted Hearts 

from dub to dub — as the sodety leader who flits 
{ram resort to lesrat; the latter are mcfdy less inter^ 
.esting and more exotic Tariations. 

The basement dining room at the breakfast hour 
at Mrs. Prouty's was at the best a drab affau*. The 
table was always set more carelessly — if possible — 
than at the evening meal, with silrra- a bit more 
tarnished, flung hastily upon a spottier doth. But 
breakfast — with the dodc [minting its huids re- 
proachfully towtud an hour whidi, somdiow, was. 
always later than one thought — was not a time for 
iastidious observation of the nicer matters of living, 

H«tce three pemons — one calls them persons, ad- 
visedly, for so odourless vatte they that one took 
away in <Hie's mind m««Iy the fact of humanity — 
were pljdng knife and fork and spoon, on this particu- 
lar morning in early May, methodically, doggedly, 
and almost rhythmically. 

"If it woe done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
Twere done quiddy." 

l&s. Prouty was herself at the head of the table; 
in fact, as in the case of the immortal Macgregor, 
Mrs. Prouty's presence there as well as the place- 
ment of the dish of stidcy breakfast food, marked 
this out as the diief seat. It is really not fur to 
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Mrs. Prouty to introduce her at breakfast. Breslf* 
fast waa not her best meal, lil the evening, corseted 
and coifed> irith a ruche at the necfc width hid 
in greater or less decree the encroadimentB of age, a 
bit of colour beneath the latest, widely advertised 
powder, she was not unattractive — particularly 
if oae chanced to meet her first (» an evening when 
the languidly performed chores of the day had 1^ 
her time and inclination to manicure. 

No twenty-four-hour acquaintance oS IVlJra. 
Prouty's was ever l^t uninformed verbally of the 
fact that, in her day, Mrs. Prouty had been a beauty 
as wen as a patrician Southern beDe and unless he 
were indeed a carping critic, be was as likdy as not 
to accq>t this estimate unless — a fatal *'unless"— 
he saw her at breakfast. Further than this it is not 
necessary to limn Mrs. Prouty at her wim^ hour. 
Suffice it to say that the inward and spiritual grace 
— if such it may be called — ^followed the outward 
and visible signs of her personal!^, and her mind 
was at once flabby, lean in spots, and yet in other di- 
rections surging over its confines in a saxt of sickly 
and voluptuous emotionalism. 

It was Cricket again who seized upon a phase of 
the idea wh«i he remurked that Mrs. Prouty's mind, 
like her hair, had <Hioe beoi M<xidined and even 
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fr^Wffr it woe ad longer done it stifi renuuiMd 

■tredced near the roots. 

The dogged conBumers (rf Mrs. Fnmty's li08i»tal- 
it;y paid no Mtention whAtaoever to the occasional 
«!qdodcHis of her nt^unmusical voice belund tiie 
yw»mmg pKpct. Thfus was the utter iudiSerenoe ol 
weariness. Let be. Tbe most-talked-crf dub man 
mi^t haTC morda^d. his mistress; the most Umdit 
actress might have put her Pomeranian into trousers; 
what wotted th^? 

" Wefl — ^what d'ye know! " 

Ihe astonished c^iaculaticffi from the abounding 
iKcarts, against which the lurid-headlined papo 
CKaked, might have meant that either catastrophe 
liad b^alleai the country. 

Q&ving cJkoked down the last mouthf jI, each 
boarder arose, went hurriedly into the dark entry 
wheie stood a decrepit hall tree, donned hat and coat 
silaitly, aad then disaj^teared with the clang of the 
outer door whose b^ gave forth a seemin^y rau- 
cous joy with each exit. A flash <A them was seen 
In the area way as they (dimbed the two steps to 
street level, and then, if one were observant and of a 
Tomantlc turn of mind, he might note that a lone 
figure hngoed a fracUon of a second with a back* 
ward lodk until the last cUuig resounded, and that 
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this figure wore a {esther in its hat, and a ral tAoA^ 
with bednig{^ed cf>quetry, «ided at the nooe: "nto 
{MtMiucer of the last clang must needs hmiT — or 
{ail to punch the dock at the time ai^pointed. 

A light step descending, and the hamming of a 
popular air in a throaty baritone, made Mis. Froaty 
^ance up from the mornii^s detafl of crimes, as 
Cricket blithely flimg his top coat and soft iwaed 
hat upon the rack. 

"A-way down South . . .** The faumnuog 
vocalized into the dnonatic close quite evidently 
for Mrs. Prou^'s benefit. 

" Morning, Mr. Cricket. How*d you know I was 
just crazy over that song?" 

"My woman's intuition," he responded gravdy 
as he whirled out a chair with considerable gusto. 
"Ha!" (loddng round with apparent canHesssassi 
" am I the last or merely the latest?" 

"Ob, dear no, Mr. Cricket. Gladdus and Mr. 
%ort is yet to come — and if Glad gets docked 
again this we^ she wcm't have nothing left on pay 
day. And then there's Miss Woods — though I 
don't count her to be sure" — as she served Cricket 
generously from the sticky diah in front of her and 
pushed the pitcher <d milk towtod him. 

**And iriiy not <K>imt Miss Woocb?** ratiter dab- 
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.orately drowmng hia ^utinouB mass. "To me the 
seems a unit like the rest (^ us. If I were counting" 
(he flipped the sugar spoon four times above the 
peak that arose from the blue-white sea) "I should 
certainly count S£ss Woods. I should say, 'Miss 
Woods — tme!' Gently but firmly I should say to her: 
'Miss Woods, kind^ remember that you are number 
one and consequently are not to come straggling 
in, out of your ordo', after two, three, and four. Your 
number may not be called again.' " 

Mrs. Prouly gigf^ed appreciatively. "Oh, Mr. 
Cricket, yon are so funny! That's what comes of 
being a lawyer, I suppose." 

Cridcet smiled bitterly as he viciously dug in a 
spoon. 

*'You have hit the nail exactly on the point, as 
usual," he commoited. *' There is nothing on earth 
so funny as the law — ^the more law the more fun. 
Bacon and potatoes now, Mrs. Prouty, please." 

"Comfort*s upstairs makin' beds so I'll jest get 
*em myself. Co(^ says she wishes they'd all get 
down *s prompt as you do," and Mrs. Frouty rose 
languorously to her carpet-slippered feet and over- 
flowed into the kitchen. 

Cricket dnnmned bis short white fingers on the 
table and gased at the empty place opposite with aa 
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augmatical expTt8a.<ai. He m^rt see Miaa Woods 
this momiiig. Her aTmdance of him the evening 
before bad been too aignificoDt to be to his likiiig, 
and aside from his own f eeUng in the matter, Mias 
Woods could not afford to thrust friends from her. 

"Friends!" At the thought he gnmted. 

"Friends," indeed! None apparently had she ia 
the whole, huge town, accept himself and little 
Comfort — Comfort who was "upstairs making 
beds" — so that not even a message of cheer could be 
left. 

"Poor little girl!" he said to himself — and it was 
Miss Woods and not Comfort who formed the vision 
of his inner eyes — "Poor, Itmdy, helpless, httle 
girl!" He ran his plump Sngsts throuf^ the de- 
cently heavy fringe of black hair that was punctili- 
ously brushed back to cover in part tfaebaldspotonthe 
crown, and then adjusted his nose-glasses more care- 
fully. Despite an obvious lack of height, there was 
an air of distinction about Cricket that singled him 
out in groupings of men. It might have been the 
assurance of manhood in his five feet four; it mi^t 
have been the merry kindliness of his eyes; it might 
have been the expression of his mouth, the quizzical 
humour (d it that dianged so swiftly from a mocking 
skepticism to a lai^ and tender tolerance in viewing 
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die ft^es and fottdw <rf the wcrld vbk^ funndied 

him his imterial. 

It was a much more imposing individual iriio pre- 
sented an appearance at the hat rack and disposed 
of rather pronounced outer garments with a series 
of arm movements that unconsciously suggested 
the automatons of the vaudeville ventriloquist's 
act. He was rather over tall and his frock-coated 
figure presented a perfection of outline which rivalled 
that <^ the haberdasher's model. One felt instinc- 
tively that he would stop at a florist's on the way to 
£is daily occupation and purchase a gtu^enia fw his 
bnttonhole. He was immaculately shod, and his 
lustreless dark hair was brushed hsixk. from his nar* 
TOW forehead so severely that it suggested the notion 
of his expressionless blue eyes bemg pulled cq>en 
▼cry widely on that account. 

"H'are you, 5h<»t,'* greeted Cricket briefly in 
Te^wnse to a silent but very angidu bend of the 
liead by way of good morning. 

"C&, good morning, Mr. Short t That breakfast 
food's cold, I'm afraid! Jest hand it to me, will 
you, Mr. Cricket, and I'll het it up a bit lot Mr. 
Short.*' 

"" Cridcet rather xmgradously acquiesced in \>gx 
request. There was always an ine^icable ze- 
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aeBbnait that arose in the breart dl Cricket wbea 
Short was about. WHy a mere Soor-widkier shouU 
luive beoi pvea th« inches not vouchsafed to a cletk 
in a law o£Soe was only cne more aignment to undex^ 
BBiBe any theory offdutract justice in the worid. 

"I can't wait for any faeatin*. Mrs. Pronly,'' inter- 
posed Mr. Short with an accession ol dignity. 
**ni cut the breakfast food if it's ccdd and go on to 
meat and potatoes, and please nidi 'em. Fm sup* 
posed to be (ui the floor at least half an hour before 
the store opens, and latdy I have been coining ia 
after tliey was all in [dace." 

"OHi, dear. Mr. Shcurt, u that soF" 

"It is. And if I can't have my meals on time. I 
may hare to move farther down town. I ain't so 
stu^ cm the swelloeas of the Sixties but I could 
break away if it came to a show down." Mr. Short 
seldom talked, and never conversed, but occasion- 
ally he was moved to deUver himself of a numologue. 

Mis. Prouty was plainly agitated, and Cridtet 
sQently moved his eyes over the portion of Mr. 
Stunt's anatomy wiiidi was above the plane of the 
eiAaided elboira. 

"Oh. please don't talk that way. Mr. Short! You 
know that it would just hieak our heart to lose yon, 
aod you ain't the kind of man that would be coo- 
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14 Enchanted Hearts 

g^iial in the thee-atrical district! They ain't your 
dass. You know that now, don't cha?" She 
leaned toward Iiini with a amile whose warmth failed 
to thaw hia icy reserve. It was with a sense of great 
idief that she heard the light tripping of her only 
hopeful down the stairs, and the click of her high 
heels in the dark hallway. 

"What a wonderful thing. Short, it is to have 
height," murmured Cricket as he saw the smile 
become fixed and meaningless upon Mrs. Prouty's 
face. *'It presents an ever-ready aspect of prepar- 
edness which discomfits the mere ordinary length 
human, especially one who just misses the normal 
mark, when he wishes with all his heart to administer 
a judicious — ^kick!" 

"Oh, Mr. Cricket! Gentlemen!" besought Mrs. 
Prouty, bridling a bit and casting a languishing glance 
at the knight who had suddenly assumed her colours. 
"I can appreciate how Mr. Short feels. Of course, 
with a business man, that has to come before every- 
thing. . .'* 

'*Hoddoo, everybody," the voice was young, 
cheery, and not without sweetness, despite a certain 
hardness of quality. "What's eatin* ye. Ma? 
Anythin* I<^ for little GhuldieP" The mass of 
light brown hair, idready arranged in accordance 
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with the dictates <A the most eKtreme fashion, was 
touched with S(9hi9ticated fingers as she put the 
gay query and slid into ha place beside the dignified 
Mr. Short 

"Wdl, nobody would think that you cared about 
hanging on to youF job," remariced Mrs. Frouty, 
with motho'Iy indulgence in her time. 

"Gee! you can't expect a giri to get up at sun- 
rise when she's be'n out the ni^t before until the 
wee {and tinies," with an unconscious imitation — 
or was it merely heredity? — of h«r mother's languid 
ur. "I guess it ain't so late as all that when the 
fioor-walker ain't gone yet." 

^r aich coquetry mdted the icy encasement in- 
stantly .T" That was sure some treat, Mr. Short," 
she added. "I'm some crazy over the movies, if 
you know what I mean. Y*oughta have aeen *em 
last ni^t, Mr. Cricket." 

"I dare say I missed a great deal," murmured 
Cricket pleasantly, eyring her with a secret amuse- 
ment which he would have been astonished to know 
was not in the least lost upon the shrewd Gladys 
Frouty. When she was about, he was unusually 
silent, enjoying the incessant flow of words and the 
occasional flashes of real keenness in penetration of 
the human mask. 
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"Oh, he's on to me," remarked Miss Gladys 
frankly to her motiier on tme occasion when, with the 
fatuous obsesnoD tA maternal pride, the latter 
touched upon Cricket's evident attrition to all that 
Gladys had to say. "I don't miodt He's got me 
like a little bug vniet a mKrosci^, wmtdung me 
squirm so he can put me down in his note hook, tmdor 
a headin*. I know Us kind. Th^ think tb^'re 
hard-headed scientists, as Crick says, but buhlievB 
me they're the Uad that get bowied over by a skirt 
quidcn'n a wink. Only it ain't my model that does 
it. I'm on to him, too — ^t»gasahouse. It'sWood^ 
that's got him going axtd she d<Mi*t know it, poor IHtie 
fool! Sie's all right — I don't mind Wood^ — but 
she hasn't got pep; and buhlieve me, in this day aod 
age it's p-e-p that gets there and not the modest 
vicdet.'' Afy middle name is Pep and t don't care 
who knows it." 
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Willie this coofessioQ had been uttered at 
least a week before the somewhat event- 
ful morning upon which we invisibly 
dn^ped into Mrs. Prouty's boarding-hou9e> yet a 
lemembnuice of it flashed into Mrs. Prouty's mind 
as she heard Cricket's absent-minded reply and saw 
him direct an occasional anxious gaze toward the 
door. 

"I was sayin'," continued Miss Prouty, upon 
whom the wandering of bis attention was not lost, 
"that even though it must be an awful hard life, Fd 
go in fer it in a minnit if Ma would let me. One i^ 
the managers told me that I had the build and the 
hxur, and he maybe could fix me out if I wouldn't start 
right in kiddn' on the stunts they wanted me to do. 
That's the way with most of 'em he says — ^get their 
trainin', and then it's nix on the rough stuff for their 
delicate constitutions. Ain't there cakes, Ma?" 

"Well, Comfort's supposed to wait on the table 
and I get sorta rattled when I have to do a hundred 
things myself." 
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" Whwe's the kid? Perusin" literadiure this morn- 
ing?" The ironic shaft plainly irritated Cricket 
into a reply. 

^ "Your mother said that she was making the beds. 
Miss Gladys." . 

"More hkely she's under the bed, readin' fairy 
stories. It gets me how even a kid can believe that 
stuff, or like it." 

T " Well, you see, Comfort is only eight, and young for 
her age in many ways. When she is about eleven 
years older, she may be able to sit entranced before 
'The Magic Diamond' or 'The Impossible Case of 
Marie Dix.'". , . 

"D'ye get that sarcastidsm?" murmured Gladys 
audibly, nudging Mr. Short. "I guess that was 
meant for my shush, all right. But you can't get ■ 
away from the fact that where the money goes is the 
thing that's got the real goods, and I ain't heard of a 
million bein' made on a fairy story book yet." 

Cricket quite evidently started to speak, and then 
suddenly changed his mind and confined himself to 
the simple request for more coffee. To the shrewd 
Gladys Prouty, his decision of the futility of argu- 
ment with one who held her views was quite appar- 
ent, and she smarted under the finality of his 
silence. 
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"Spealdn' of Uterachure," she drawled with a side- 
long glance at him to observe the effect of her words, 
"what time does the authorine get down anyway? 
We're gettin* nervous. She's missed the last six 
cues." 

"She'll miss more'n that if she ain't careful," 
rasped out Mrs. Prouty. "Sometimes she don't 
come down at all, but it don't make no difference in 
her bill. Meal tickets is all right for dinner but I 
won't give *em for breakfast . . . no, sir! 
This ain't a r^ular boarding-house. I aim to make 
it a home, and I believe in all gettin' together in the 
morning; besides, they ain't any money in tickets for 
breakfasts. The meid is ha«, and costs me just as 
much whether they come or not; so take it or leave 
it, I say, but I don't take nothing off for what you 
don't eat." 

"Do you mean to say that she — goes without 
breakfasts?" Cricket's anxiety overcame all dse. 
He had the usual masculine horror of insufficient 
food for the body of the beloved, though he might 
underestimate the starvation of her soul. 

"Quite often," acknowledged Mrs. Prouty easily , 
adding with significant meanii^: "but she always 
gets down in time for the mail man; I notice that. 
And he gives her a thick envelup almost every mom- 
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ing; I notice that, too. I don't tfaink she's sdd a 

stoiy in the last two months." 

"It's kinda hard tm you. Ma." Gladys realized 
that nothing could more nearly proved ill-considered 
words from Cricket than the injustice of her sym- 
pathy, and she secretly ^oated over his compressed 
lips. Mrs. Frouty was the usual aaei of female 
whose imaginative martyrdom waxed fat upon dolor- 
ous reminiscences, revived by friendly condolence, 
and her voice easily fluttered into a wail. 

"It ia hard on me, and much as I don't like to turn 
a young girl out in the street, I'm a widow and I 
gotta have my money to keep this house numin' 
right. It ain't justice to the rest of you to let her 
stay on without paying prompt. She's long over- 
due an* she ain't got folks, as niear as I can make out. 
Says she had a yoimger sister once. Guess she died 
on her . . . but that ain't my fault. The 
Lord giveth and the Lord taketb away, and I've got 
to have my mon^^ — ^that's all." 

Cricket was astute enou^ to know that Miss 
Frouty's sympathy was purposdy ^7>xessed, and 
thwarted her design by concealiag a yawn quite 
obviously as he made the negligent obserration: 

"Of course, 'iSis. Vtouty, I understand your p<unt 
perfectly, bnt don't you imaj^e that it is simi^y an 
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oversiglit on the part o( those who owe Miss Woods 
for her cf^ying? Of course yoa koew that she did 
ct^ying for — er — ^lawyere, and didnt I understand 
ho- to say fitRuethmg aboot — clergymen?" 

"I d<ni't tfaink you did, Mr. Cricket," replied Mrs. 
Pronty Witli some asperity, "for Miss Woods, with 
all h^ faults, is truthful — I will say that — and all of 
us know that the only lawyer who has gave her 
copying to do is one that can't affrard to; I can tell 
him that. I toUd her it was plumb charity, too. I 
believe in frankness. Sayitrij^t to their face — that's 
my motto. And whoi I'm fcmd of a person Hke I 
am of you, "Stx. Cricket, I don't like to see them done 
— that's me all over!" 

To Cricket the scaie was a Roman amphitheatre 
and the girl <^ his love was being thrown to the beasts 
while he helplessly looked on. No power could drag 
her out of the arena now. He must fight to close the 
mouths of the beasts. 

"I am alimid, Mrs. Prouty" (he chose his words 
carefully, and sp<^e in a gentle tone whose mellifln- 
ence deceived none) "that you have rather over- 
stepped the bounds of your kindly interest in my 
affairs by saying that to Miss Woods. It was vety 
nntnie and will undoubtedly cause me the trouble 
of hunting up another copyist. Miss Woods has 
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been a great help to me, and now, suddaily» ahe 
refuses to do any more. I could not understand it 
last night, but this morning you have made it qiiite 
clear to me. If you have a call for my room at any 
time, don't hesitate to let me know. I may find that 
my business necessitates a change. I must have a 
copyist in the house where I board — one who can take 
dictation, when necessary, in the evenings." 

There waA a superb dignity about Cricket wh^a — 
as Gladys expressed it — ^he got on his high horse, and 
kicked in the spurs. 

Mrs. Prouty, however, seemed in no whit daunted 
by the onslau^t. If she trembled at the prospec- 
tive loss of a "prompt-paying boarder," she did not 
show it. The human family differs from its four- 
footed brethren chiefly in being able to conceal its 
emotions at will. 

"Mr. Cricket, you're a fine man, but you know 
that you ain't got the business to be havin' your 
work copied, and your firm's got its own stenograph- 
ers. First thing you know, you vnli have to be 
maJdn' a change, but it will be to scnne place not 
so exclusive as this, nor so homelike. You'd better 
slay where you're congenial to — ^that's why I've al- 
ways kep' in this exdusive neighbourhood. Of 
course they's cheaper places to be had." With a 
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stnnewhat languid int^vst, she resumed the reading 
d the sociaJ column. 

"The Asburys and th' Van Mannikens is home, 
Gladdus," she observed. "Their plans is not lor- 
mulated, as yet, but they expects to go to the Adiron- 
dacts." 

**Y* don't say! Did that Van MannJken girl get 
mgaged while she was in the South? They*s on'y 
one of them left now," she informed Mr. %ort who 
evinced a bloat interest in the note. "The last <Hie 
picked off a Sir Somebody, y' know." 

"The Ormsby Crabbs is flittin' to New Port. 
Sa-ay! Jest listen to what the New Port colony is 
planuin' ! " 

"Can't, Ma; I've got to hustle. Ke^ it fer me 
to-night. Anything about Charles Martin there? 
They said a few days ago that he was e3q>ected back 
within a few days." 

"Seems as if I saw his name here a minute ago. 
Yes, here it is: 

Afr. Charles Edward Martin has returned from England 
whither he had gone in search of the body of his brother, 
Robert Martin, who perished with his bride in the Tttanie 
tragedy. "Mr. Martin is at the Plaza for a few days bat is 
sUlI suffering from the shock of his brother's death, and 
will leave almost immediately for Martindale, his country 
estate, where he wM spend therestof theseasonjn aecl m iBP ■ 
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Mrs. Prouty drew a hixuriou^ sorrowful fareaUi. 
"It's so sad for him, poor young man I" 

"Poor youAg man!" Gladys grunted. "Well, 
with a few chUly inilUoas, I think that I could aurvive 
the dee-ume of loy whole family. Bob got mixed 
up with a chorus girl or something in the meny- 
merry lioe Iwut two or three years ago, and I guess 
Brother Charley sat up nights for a while. Death 
ain't nothing to that swell bunch. What they're 
scairt of is getting ia the papers, wrong side to, on 
the front page." 

Cricket grinned appredativdly andforgothischoler. 

"Be that as it may" — Gladys arose wildi an inner 
feeling of contrait at her semi-triunaph — "it's bade 
to the ribbons for little Gladdie." 

" I told you to see if they waso't likely to be a place 
open for Miss Woods at BHthedale's if the right 
person showed up," reminded her mother. 

"I did see. Ha. and I tcJd ha they was, but she 
went to see the floor-manager about it — dd Badgo*, 
y' know," in a conversational aside to Short. 

"WeU?" 

"Nothin* dohi'. I guess she wasn't the right 
persrai." 

yWhad'ye mean, right person?" Short himself 
became interested as he carefully folded his napkin 

DiailizodbvGoOgle 



EntSumted Hearts 25 

twice and stuck a blade pin in it. Gladys was re- 
warded by being stnctly the centre of an attentive 
group, and she thrilled in response. 

"I gaxea he toi^ niilady off*n her high horse all 
ri^t enough. Said he'd give it to htx If she wmt 
out to dinner witli hira . . . and — well, I stq>- 
pose he aorta put it up to her like that. I dont 
know all that passed, but Amy heard that much. 
She aays Miss Woods never said a word; jest stalked 
out^i there with her head reachin' the douds. It 
got her goat all right, thon^ f er Amy says she 
se^i her afterward in the lavatory, bathing her eyes 
. with oold watw." 

Cridcet's teeth cau^t the expletive and he swal- 
lowed it with a gulp <X. water. 

"That's nothit^ for old Badg^," Short arose to 
the man's defence ably. " He's not so bad." 

"That's what I say," agreed Gladys emphati- 
cally. "He don't really mean nothin' by bis jolly. 
Why, I've been out to dinner with him myself." 

The admission was lost upon Cridcet who was 
lightly opoiing and dosing his fist as he struggled 
with his thoughts, but the immaculate Mr. Short 
looked the girl over fifxa. head to foot with a daw 
displeasure that verged upon suspicion and braught 
a hysterical little giggle to her throat. 
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"You have?" The emphatic proaoun seemed 
to reveal his utter distrust from now on of all the 
feminine sort. 

"Sure thing!" The cardess words hid a real anx- 
iety. "I thought you knew it, or I wouldn't of told. 
Anyway, what have you gotta say about what I 
do?" The coquettish toss of the head lost its ef- 
fect somewhat in the hunted expressicHi of the eyes. " 

"Nothing," enunciated the magnificait figure that 
was now hunching itself into a pronoimcedly modish 
topcoat, "but I don't take old Badger's girls to the 
movies, if you know what I mean." 

A sickening sensation choked the utterance of 
Hiss Prouty for the first time in her life, and with 
the intuitive sense of danger impending that is hid 
in every mother's breast to spring forth when needed, 
Mrs. Prouty awaited a r^ly that she might en- 
dorse. 

"Oh, you've got the idea, all right." The ex- 
pected retort came tardUy from Gladys with a ner- 
vous hesitation that was most imusual. 

"Old Ba^^'s a skate all right, but he knows a 
deceit girl when he sees her, and he treated me 
like a queen. If a girl's got a relative back of her, 
she ain't molested much. I played the home-and 
mother game strong, and told him where he got off 
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at — if he didn't vnunt to get rcfmrted to headquarters. 
I nevn went with him but once, anyway, and I 
ain't goin' agin, if yon wanta know. Take it 
£rom me, Shortie, you can tniat little GUd to take 
care of haraelf .'* 

Mrs. Prouty's dolorous sij^ drew attention away 
from the giri as she trembliiigly pinned on her veil. 

"A mother's got a nawful responsibility, Mr. 
Short," she observed, "but Gladdus is as pure a girl 
as ever lived, if I do say it right before her face. 
That's what comes of bein' the daughter of a true 
South 'ner," she added comfcntably. 

The only time that Miss Frouty was in the least 
embarrassed was when she herself was under dis- 
cussion — a not infrequent happening when Mrs. 
Frouty was feeling in a conversational mood. 

"Oh, go on. Ma!" she exclaimed on this occasion 
with a slight irritation. "Somebody's going to 
call you some day on this Southern stuff and find 
out that you on'y passed through Mobile oncet. 
If anybody's going to pike along with me, he'd better 
hustle. You don't have to be a South'ner to keep 
straight," was a parting shot, "all you got to do 
is to use your head and realize that nothing else 
don't pay." 

It lowered Cricket's estimation of the daughter of 
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the home no wfaitt-^-tibis frank admisiaioB o£ inferior 
motives, combined with the sli^t hauia^ with 
which she received Mr. hurt's offer to protect her 
with his iimbieUa ham the bcgioniiigs of a drizzle. 
However much Cricket might reverence a lofty 
ideahst in truth, an unaftaid lack of pr^ence oom- 
numded hi w julminttioii. 

Jdrs. Pronty, howeror, was slightly restrre under 
the fling, "Gladdus ain't had so modi use for 
Soutii'neis since she's seen Comfort's Udcadaisical- 
ness," she e^lained. "Hie diild is aggervatii^, 
but what can you ^^lect from the diild of artist 
folic, shiftluss and no 'coont, with Hmr head in the 
doudsP Of course I never saw the child's fatii^ 
for he was dead before her Ma cante here with the 
baby, but if he pamted that tnicic she got ridirfto a 
dealer, I know T^iat he was hke all ri^t." 

"You didn't care for his style, eh?" 

"Wdl, who would? Did you ever see any of 
them?" 

"No," admitted Cricket amuse<Uy, "I never did. 
What became of them when Comfort's mothw 
died?" 

"Oh, the same dealer that she sold the rest to 
come in and looked around when he heard that she 
was dead, and said that he'd take '&a off my hands 
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toit twenty-five dollars, and I made him bdce them 
right away then. I was afraid that he'd go back on 
his wfxA after h«*d had time to think. People do 
things in the presence of death that is awful foolish 
sometimes." 

"Yes," absently. "Tou might have sold them 
for more. How many were there? " 

"More?" — astonishedly. "Why, th«e was^on'y 
four of 'em — little ones at that I No, sir — ^I got my 
TDoaty before he saw the front door. He was a 
real kind-hearted man, and used to sdl the dinner 
cards and things she punted. 9ie wasn't so bad. 
She paid regular as long as she lived — and dinner 
cards has a good sale if you onoe get your hand in." 

"I think that Comf(»t has inherited some of her 
parents' taloit. ^e made a rcmaritable dcetch — 
for a child — to illustrate one of her fairy stories." 

"I don't mind that," with a resigned sigh, "but I 
hate to have tay pie dou^ made into figgers." 

Cricket laughed. "I swppoat evidences of artistic 
genius might be exa£f>erating in the kitchen. Yet 
the little soul woiks hard." 

"But ahw I Molasses m January is a hustler 
compared to hw!" 

" Where are the child's relatives ? Hasn't she any 
people belonging to her?" 
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"WeU, Mrs. Browne said not, but somehow I 
didn't believe it. I sorta kept Comfort on, thinking 
that some day somebody would show up with a lot 
of money that I might just as well oome in for as a 
noiphan asylum. That's why I didn't send her 
there soon's her Ma died." 

Cricket's inquiries had been desuHoiy and casual, 
purposed more to fill an interim until Miss Woods 
should appear than to discoTcr anything new in 
Comfort's story which he had heard a great many 
times, with astonishingly few variations, from Mrs. 
Prouty's Irps. Never before, however, had she 
seined so unimpressed with her own gaierosity 
in keeping the tiny orphan girl of four, nor so candid in 
analyzing her own motives before him. Despite 
himself, he forgot the lady of his quest for a moment, 
and let filter through his mind visions of a flowerlike 
face beaming friendliwise above a tray half aa large 
as the little body that bore it with manful uncom- 
plaint; delicately moidded, sensitive fingers wrinkled 
and pale from the dish water into which the Sturdy 
little arms plunged blithely with a cheerful dis- 
r^ard of the sudden splashings that wetted the 
huge apron and dribbled upon the worn little shoes. 

He had happened upon her thus once of late, 
and had found her using the soap shaker with delight. 
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pUiog up iridescent foam which she strai^tway drew 
up into a topply tower. 

"So ho, Fairy-godmother!" he had called to her» 
from the doorway; "what now — a fairy palace?" 

Her absorbed, flushed little face had turned to 
him with a sudden, wonderful light overspreading it. 
The bronze-glinted hair, dampened by the steam^ 
clu3t»«d in soft ringlets about the broad white 
forehead beneath which the wide-set gray eyes 
looked out Htarrily. 

"Oh> Mx. Gnome," she had said breathlessly. 
"It is, isn't it? I was 'fraid that nobody but me 
would know." She sighed a tiny sigh. "Some- 
times," she had admitted, "I like to have somebody 
besides me know. My Mama always — knew." 
Then she splashed the shaker very hard indeed for 
a minute during his silence. "That," she explained 
in an odd soft voice, "is a palace where the baby 
fairies live till their mamas come after them to take 
them home and sing them to sle^." 

That night he had crept up the stairs to the doset- 
like room where packing boxes, smelling of moth 
balls, left barely space for a cot in whidb C omfort's 
weary little body cuddled at night. 

A startled: "Is it you. Stepmother?" «nsw»ed 
his knock. 
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"It'a IVend Gnmne, Fairy-godmother," tus stage 
whisper informed her, "and tJiere's a UtUe baby fairy 
here who mtnts to be snu^led down in bed. I'll 
leave her by the door." Thai he crept away. 

Comfort breathlessly drew m the long box and 
untied important-lotting t)q>es binding a tissue- 
paper^wrapped figm«. Sleep had fled her ^es as if a 
magic wand had waved it away, and she did not feel 
even the scraping of the packing box as she flopped 
down upon the floor in a sudden weakness of joy. 

"Oh, Fairy4>aby," she exclaimed, having tight 
in her arms the beautiful bisque child in its flowing 
robe of glistening white. "To think he never knew 
it was my birthday either!" 

Had the motherly faced clerk, who had assured 
Cricket that little girls of eight who liked fairies 
would not be too old for a doll, witnessed the scene 
in the "back store-room" that night, she would 
have felt well repaid for the time that she had taken 
from her "noon hour" to aid in the proper selection. 

And Cricket had again proved himself a real 
student of psychology in his decision that the child's 
vain longing for a mother's love and caresses could 
best be satisfied by giving expression to the maternal 
instinct in herself. 

Such was the warm, sweet memory that touched 
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Oidcet's CTidcal Ups into tenderness ere he arose 
and announced that he might better be **pattering 
toward the subway." 

"I hope" (Mrs. Prouty was sweetly anxious about 
his welfare) "that yo' ain't thinkin' serioudy about 
findin* a t^ace in the thee-atrical district, Mr. 
Cricket? You seem so South'n, somehow, that Fd 
hate to lose you. Not but what I could rent that 
room in a minute, for it's the most pop'Iar room in 
the house. Th^ was a gentlonan here only yester- 
day . . . but I swd no. 'Mr. Cricket the 
gentleman who is now occupying this chamber,' I 
told him, 'is bom the same part of the South that my 
anc^tral place is, and I wouldn't feel right about it.' " 

Cricket looked at her with amused curiosity. 

"Some day," he remarked slowly, "I am going to 
write an article on this subject. I shall call it: 
'Rooms to Let; A Southern E:^K)Sure'." 

"Oh, do Mr, Cricket; you're so clever! I'm sure 
I'd be proud to be in it. I would be in it, wouldn't 
I?" 

"You would." It was one thing of which Cricket 
felt reasonably certain as he shrugged himself into 
his light coat and crushed the crown of his tweed 
hat in his hand. "Well, look who's here! The lat- 
est arrival from Fairyland." 
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Comfort tnuisferred the dustpan from one lumd 
to the other in order to slip four slim little fingers 
into his pahn. Her ^es were unusually starry and 
h«- usual soft drawl was breathlessly sudden. 

"I was so 'fraid you might be gone," she whis- 
pered, looking timidly aftCT Mrs. Prouty as that 
worthy soul lunged kitdioiward, "and I just hatto 
tell you right away. I've found her!" 

"That is amazingl" agreed Cridcet ^ithusiasti- 
cally. "Right hwe in New YotIc?" 

"In this vee-ry house!" It was emphasized by a 
pat of the foot. 

"I know that my astonishment would pass the 
bounds of reason if I could discoTer who it is that 
you have found!" 

"Why, the True Princess, of course!" 

"Impossible!" 

"Truly!" 

"How did you manage it, Miss Sheriock?" 

"I don't know what that name Is— •and anyway, 
I like 'Fairy-godmoth^* better. You said you 
named me that because my job was — some big 
words." 

"Manipulating destiny for helpless mortals," he 
supplied. "How did you discover the True Prin- 
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"By the roseleaf, of course." 

"Naturally. How stupid of me! Do you brew 
a sort of tea of rose leaves? You see, I'm so igno- 
rant of fairy processes!" 

"W^, I couldn't do it perzackly as the story is 
that n^ Mama used to tell me, but I did it fair." 

"You would," Cricket commented heartily, with 
a squeeze ot the fingers. "What are your varia- 
tions in method?" He loved to use a phrase to 
mystify her, for she had a delidously serious little 
way of puckering her brow and then flashing a smile 
at him as if iJiey two appreciated the joke at any 
rate. 

"Don't keq> Mr. Cricket, Comfort," drawled Mrs. 
Prouty as she dragged herself heavily up the stairs. 
"He's in an awful hurry. Besides, you'd better 
start the dishes right this minute." 

Comfort's anxious glance at him was acknowledged 
by a reassuring smile. 

"A lawyer always has time for information upon 
any branch of knowledge with which he is unfa- 
miliar,'* he told her gravely. "Proceed upon this 
matter of the True Princess." 

"W-e-ell — ^you see the True Princess was stealed 
away wboi she was a little baby, and when she 
grew up they couldn't find her, and she had to many 
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the Prince and everything, no ^n^ hatto 'soover 

which <Mie wga traJy-nily hex." 

"NaturBJIy." 

"And so aJl the wise men ia tiK Court Palace* 
and the Bzioe mimita-, and ev^ybody. they didn't 
know how to fiod her till somebody said to take all 
the mattreases in the Palace and pUe th«n <m top 
of each other ajid then put uodenieath the bottom- 
est one a sinkly rosdeaf , and the one that was the 
TnMe Ptinoess wotild f«el it and couldn't deep while 
aH the otlter bodies iroiddn't know the di^erence. 
And ^e didn't sleep and they found ker eves though 
she'd been wawshing dishes at the palace. I was 
glad tiiat she wawshed diaJb^s" — with a ai^ of 
satisfacdon. "I bet they was a bundi of them, too,** 
she added with sudden gusto. Then she kraked 
ashamedly up at him. "I promised — somebody— 
that I wouldn't say 'bet' any mote." she confessed 
humbly. 

Cric^^ smiled tmd she began danciD^ ^m one 
foot to the oUier as she intoned blithdy: "It waa 
the vee-ry sune somebody that is the True Princess, 
but — I — won't — tell ! " 

Cricket's glance at his watdi was a perfunctory 
proceeding, for he had quite resolved to remain until 
at least the name was spoken in a ttme that enriched 
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ft, with lore. He had known the True Princess tor a 
long time, he told himself, and it was the roseleaf 
fineneaa of her own gentle mind that had revealed 
her to him. 

"Of comse I couldn't pile up all the mattresses," 
Comfott was explammg, "but I think my way was 
puffiddy fair: I kept seven roseleavea oCn the little 
Fose that you gave me Sunday night from your 
buttonh(4e, and every night I put one under the 
mattress of somebody—some lady body — m the 
bouse. . Hiey's six <rf 'em now, you know, induding 
fook. I thought it might pos-n8«-ibIy be oook. 
She is very much like a princess when she is dressed 
up." 

"Do you mean to tell me that it wasn't ootAi? " 

She smiled in deh^t at bis mjvtification. 

"She fooled you, too, didn't she? But she Isn't. 
No. sirl She said that she idq>t as tight as a bug in a 
rug when I asked her next morning. And Step- 
sister said on Tuesday' night that she poimded her 
ear from the time she hit the hay — so you see it 
wasn't her." 

"And Miss Vincent?" 

"She said that she slept unusually well for her. 
So there you are!" 

"I scarcely know where I am. The ground has 
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given way beneath my feet. End this suspense at 

once!" 

Two shm little arms slipped about bis neck, and 
into his ear was spoken the name that he had waited 
to hear — that he wouM have waited longer than 
ten minutes on his very busiest morning to hear, 
if it were ag^ to be spok^i in that tone of unafraid 
adoration. 

"You don't say so!" Romance has a way of 
sneaking off in the disguise of a disreputable tran^ 
phrase. "How did you find out — for sure? WaB 
she particularly restless?" 

Comfort nodded importantly. 

"She said that somehow even looking out at the 
stars didn't put her to sleep. She told me that th^ 
neariy always oould." 

"Bless her heart!" 

"I saved her for the last and I was so 'fraid that 
I would cheat — ^because of course I wanted hex to 
be the one all along — that I put the wemtiest, teen- 
tiest little roseleaf of all under her mattress." 

"It seems to me that the other side has no case 
whatever." 

Comfort was perfectly satisfied with the smile that 
accompanied the words so she did not seek to pene- 
trate their meaning. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts 39 

"Don't you think that you could persuade your 

True Princess to take you to the park this afternoon? 

You could find the bendi where we were last Sunday, 

couldn't you?" 

"Oh, yes!" the child rephed, clapping h^ hands. 
"I know she will take me if St^mother can spare 
me. I oould get my peding done awful early. 
Will you be there? It's Saturday, you know." 

"Why, so it is! Odd how those matters escape 
one, isn't it? Well, I shouldn't say anything about 
my coming if I were you because I should hate to 
have — anybody — disappointed into re m a i ni ng at 
home, but I might chance upon you there while I 
am feeding the squirrels."^ 
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^ THAT very momeait, in the liny, skylight 
f^L room far above them, the imconscious 
victim of this conspiracy lifted her weary 
eyes from the typewriter and caught sight of 
herself in the blurred and spotted mirror above 
the commode that served many purposes. The 
sight did not in the least reassure her. Had 
the uzmatural pallor of her fair skin, the black 
circles beneath the large wistful brown eyes, and the 
tiny hollows that were appearing as mere shadows 
below the cheek-bones meant surcease from labour, 
in that bourne from which no traveller returns^ she 
would not have cared In truth, she would have 
welcomed the thought — not morbidly, but wearily, 
as a tired child looks forward to the easement of the 
mother's breast at night. To the girl whose slight 
body was refusing, after a despaately brave strug- 
gle, to endiu% further its burden of grief and travail 
of brain and nerve force, however, the sight meant 
merely the slipping away of her fragile hold upon 
daily bread. 
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It ia (me of tiie blessings of life that loosiiig one's 
grasp does not mean the final rest innn laboor, but 
only a tempOTarjr disqualification for woi^* and in 
consequence hosfHtal IhUs, and a ireary battling to 
get back only so far as tbat same precarious position 
that one let go so readily before. Faced with a 
{Hxupect like this, the grasp instinctively tightesis, 
and thus many a castaway in the strenuous busi- 
ness <4 life has been able to hold on until the 
Good Ship Fortune loomed in the offing to carry 
him safdy into the harbour where he fain would 
be. 

It was so with Katherine Woods. To her mind 
there appeared no good reason why the burden of 
Self that she bore heavily just now should be thrust 
to the shoulders of others upon whom she had no 
daim, as the saying goes — ^for who indeed believe* 
that there is one in the world that has no claim upon 
us? 

There was a knock at the door and Comfort pc^ed 
her head in, ft^owing it stealthily by her slim little 
body, wedging it through the discreet opening she 
had made to avoid a squeak of the hinge, and arriv- 
ing at the side of tiie girl at the typewriter in two 
lengthy, tiptoed strides. 

"'Sense me for disturbing you," die apologized 
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breathlessly, 'but I snook tbe monung paper *ot 
yout . Also a Dorange." 

Katberine Woods took the o£Fering mtb a smile, 
and retained the little hand, pressing it lovingly 
against her cbedt. 

"Thank you, dear little Fairy-godmother," she 
said softly. "If only all the world were as thought- 
ful of others and as loyal as you ! " 

Comfort clasped the brown head in a sudden 
squeeze. 

"Everybody in the whole wide world better be 
nice to you!" she exclaimed in half threat. "They 
just better be — an' they would if, tixey knew some- 
thing I know!" 

The girl smiled. "What do you know?" 

"Something *bout you that you never guessed I 
found out!" 

There was a trace of anxiety in the glance that the 
wistful eyes suddenly flashed at ber. It was not 
lost upon Comfort who gleefully hopped from one 
foot to the other with a mysterious air to enhance 
the effect of her secretiveness. 

"I just guess Stepmother won't be saying any 
more that you're as dumb as if you didn't have no — 
'any,' I mean — 'any* tongue (tally Stepmother says 
•no'), when anybody starta talking about relatives." 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts 43 

Comfort was 00 busy with hex own considerations 
that she did not note the shadow which fled across the 
face before her. "I don't know if I'll tell her or not," 
she added thoughtfully. "I think I'll wtut until I 
find the Prince. 1*11 flabbe^ast her more that 
way." 

"But surely you will tell me?" 

'*0b, dear me, yes, because you see you're — ^It!" 
The child's curb, with their rich btonzeglints, mingled 
with the soft, dusky brown mass at once too fine and 
too heavy to remain dutifully confined in conven- 
tional coiffure. "You are the one I've beoi waiting 
for for ever and ever so long!" (the whisper was 
tremendously dramatic), "the — True — ^PrincessI" 

"Dearest little maid, what new fairy story is 
tiiis?" 

"Oh, it's not a new one It's a veiy, reiy, vee-ry 
old one, my Mama said when she told it to me. It 
was always the one that was last before I went to 
bed, and now I tell it to my Fairy-baby every night. 
I'd 'most forgotten it till my Fairy-baby came,** 
was the sighing admission. 

&£fls Woods knew about Faiiy-baby, and her 
manna to Cricket, ever since knowing about it, had 
been so tendo- that his heart had leaped into vain 
lu^e. 
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"1 am quite sure thftt I do not know the Tnie 
Princess fairy story, dear." 

So Comfort tt^d her aXi about it, and how ahe had 
discovered her wonderful secret. 

"You see it doesn't matter a bit that you didn't 
know you were," she explained in anxious haute. 
"The True Princess in the story didn't either. She 
thought she was just like other people, and she was 
— outside. It's insides that she wa« a Princess. My 
Mama said it was the insides that mattered. I had a 
hunch as soon as I found out that you were different 
from the other boarders— inside. If it had beea 
the outside, it would of been dthet Stepsister or 
Cook. I don't know which one is the most dtick. ' 

Comfort had a heten^eneous vocabulary made 
up of the favourite phrases of Mrs. Prouty's board- 
ers, and Miss Woods had struggled, vainly, in the 
work of elimination. The current coin of the BUthe- 
dale "emporium's" realm in the expression of vacu- 
ity of thought soimded so odd from the lips of 
the serious-eyed lassie that Ciidket had more than 
once answered the glance of amusement from Miss 
Woods's deep bMwn eyes with a comradely twinkle. 

The heavy tread of a dragging step was heard upon 
the stair and Comfort stood bolt upright with ears 
attentive. 
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"Junin; Christioas!" she ^daimod u a vttkper. 
"Look who's here! Stepmother! And I havMi't 
a single dish wavslwdl WouM it be sncakety to 
slip downstaora whil« liie's At tho upper end of the 

han?" 

Miss Woods'a heart yeuned over the moth^ 
less little waif upon whose head wa> visited the 
puni^timent not only for her own childish sins but 
for the omissions and commissions of those whom 
i&s. Prouty held dearer. Moreover, the heavy 
step brought dread to her on her own account iat 
it was a^ain Saturday and her week — the second 
unpaid-for week — ^waa "up." She sped to the door 
and turned the key in the lock. The child looked 
at her curiously^ with a half-wondering disappoint- 
ment, and without knowing ^otctly why. Miss 
Woods turned the key back again. Comfort drew 
a long breath. Then she laughed aloud- 

"We were just pretending that we were afraid 
of her!" she exclaimed gaily, adding with a trace 
of the anxiety that had shone in hw eyes an instant 
before, "weren't we» True Princess?" 

llie older girl put a hand on the rmnply curls 
and gazed down at her with an inscrutable expiesr 
sion. 

"We were, Fairy-godmothCTi" she said quietly* 
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The child pressed her hand and ran out into the cor- 
ridor. 

"I'm just going down to wawsh the dishes. St^H 
mother," Miss Woods heard her call blithely. "I'm 
dreadfiilly sony Vm so poky this morning. I 
TToiddn't blame you if you were 'zasperated." 

"Faiiy-godmotha->" the girl in the skylight room 
whbpered to hoself, "Mr. Cricket was right in 
naming yout" 

And then, just because a woman's heart has a 
fashion of brimming over through her eyes, she 
hastily took up the paper that Faiiy-godmother 
had "anook" for her, and tried to remember that 
True Princesses are dauntless. 

The first words which met her gaze, however, held 
Im tense, and she locked her small teeth togethra in 
grim hatred. Brown eyes flashed fire. 

The item which had this astonishiog effect 'was 
the bit of news concerning the return of Mr. Charies 
Edward Martin. 

Oddly enough, at that same momait, Mr. Martin 
opoied his eyes in a listless gaze upon the gray 
drizzle without. The murky dreariness seemed 
but an emanation of his gloomy sp'rit into the larger 
universe. He extended a shapdy but capable hand 
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with sensitirdy tufted fingertips, and nog for_his 
man. 

"Doctor's liorders were not until after nine at 
least, sir." Hie man was the other's elder by many 
years. In fact, in point of service> Bland bore the 
proud distinction of being the oldest of all the gentle- 
men's men in the Martin set. Seldom, in this coun- 
try of men bom equal, and of constant fearful strug- 
gling to hide the fact, can two generations of a 
family boast the same servant. Yet Bland had 
served the elder Martin as well as be was now serving 
his son. 

"I don't care a hang what 'doctor's orders' are. 
Bland" — yet the young mast^'s irritability was 
tinged with friendliness, that note of true breeding. 
"I'm having my regular tub at my r^ular time this 
DKHning. I sl^t scarcely a wink and it will ^^ 
me. Moreover, when that's done, I shall lie on the 
coudi in there and have my r^ular — smoke." The 
man started to speak, his horrified expression re- 
vealing the tenor of his approaching comment. 

"Now, shut up Bland! My nerves won't stand 
a tussle with you this morning. I know a lot mcNre 
about myself than the doctor does. Do as I tell 
irou and it will come out right." 
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JOHN CARRTITHERS sounded the buzzer 
in the outer office tmd, as the door of his 
private sanctum op«ied, he shoved a pfle of 
manuscripts toward the far edge of his desk. 

"Jjetters with those — pencilled notes attached, 
Mrs. Ogderi." 

Silently the tall, slender young woman, whose 
bearing at once seemed to repel by an instinctive 
defiance, took up the pile of rejected stories, whidi, 
having passed sfrfely the hurdles of liie various 
readers, had now been reused by the somewliat 
fastidious Mr. Carruthers. On Saturday, moreover, 
he was unusually critical. 

She glanced at the top one and started. Hien, 
quite unexpectedly, she said softly: "I am glad that 
Katherine Woods is to have a personal letter. May 
I express it as I Iflte?" 

"I trust to your judgment. Do you know Miss 
Woods?" 

"N-ttot exactly. No, I don't know her, but I 
have read all that she has sent in. She writes — 
well, I thiok." 
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"Sbe win never adora our pages, that's sure, untU 
ab« caa fiad cheerfuUer thcsies. I«ve with het ia 
one long-drawn-out tragedy." 

"WeU . . . isn'tit?" 
~ Mr. Camithers lotted at faer in surprise. There 
was an intensity of bitterness in faer tone that made 
him ooasid^ more cerefiully thit one ot many office 
stenographers. He was not an old man, but he was 
iatheily and her t^me hurt this fatherliness. 

"No. my dear dtuld, it is not-" Then he r^nem- 
bered that the prefix was, despite her youth, that of a 
matron, and he asked gently: "Your husband is — 
dead?" Sbe bit her hp and inelined her head in the 
di^test possil^ moT«ment. He instantly swerved 
his eyes to the window with its view of the uninter- 
esting jaggedness of tooS lines. "X am — sorry. 
That of cotirse is a [^tltude ajod all I can oS& is 
anotho- i^atitude: Death, Mrs. Ogden, is not Love's 
tragedy." 

She looked at him with a clear, level gaze. "I 
realize that, Mr. Camithers, more fully than you 

do." 

"niere was a fearltssness, a quality of outward 
fnutkness, eoveiif^ a sensitive reserve that was 
new to CajTuthen in wom«i. This girl had about 
ber the defiant abandon of one of the types that he 
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liked to study, with that dignity of rare breeding 

characteristic of the only other sort that interested 

him. 

Carruthers was not a man of easily aroused inter- 
eats. He was rather of the type whose very analyz- 
ing of the great emotions of his human fellows, and 
whose constant test upon the touchstone of Self of 
the imaginary experiences through which his blue 
pencil followed his mind day after day, had tended 
to drive, far within the reaches of his being, simpler 
human feelings. 

"I'll wager that J. D. couldn't hold up his end in a 
love scene to save his life," was the way the assistant 
put it, "but he can spot a false note in one before 
he has got to it." 

The assistant, bye the bye, appeared at the sanctum 
door at that moment and was struck by the qiudity 
of interest in the look which his superior was just 
then bending upon Mrs. Ogden. "Has Miss Katber- 
ine Woods come to you often?" Carruthers asked 
him. 

"Er— three times. I passed them all on because 
I wanted you to get a notion of h» style. If she 
could only cheer up, I'd pick her as a winner. She 
has the dramatic instinct and knows people.** 

"Tell her that, Mrs. Ogden. Send that letter 
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to me for signature. That's all." His eyes followed 
her out — a matter which was not lost upon Mr.- 
Beeves. Mr. Reeves was, as Camithers himself 
put it, a nice b<^ from Chicago whose newspaper 
work there had overcome the faults of his literary 
debauches at Harvard. 

"Did you know that Mrs. C^den was taking Misa 
Harden's place for a few days?" (Miss Harden, it 
might be noted, in passing, was the first hurdle.) 
"She's all ri^t, too." Reeves was ^ithusiastic. 

For some inscrutable reason John Carruthers was 
pleased. Moreover, he was immediately ashamed 
ihat he was pleased, because Miss Harden had 
been with the office much longer than he had and 
was supposed to be most efficient. 

"Miss Harden ill? I didn't know she was out." 

"Nearly a week. Tonsilitis. I'm getting it 
myself." 

"Good Lord, man!" Carruthers's ejaculation was 
not entirely commiserative. "Don't desert the ship 
just at this present time." 

"Won't if I can help it. I'mgarglinglikeaScotch- 
man who is being treated to whisky, but the thing 
has got me, I fear. I'm good for a few days more, 
however. Elliot's got the gist of the plans so that 
he QUI jump right in. If worst came to worst, you 
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could borrow or steal a man for Elliot's de^. He 
would need only decent judgment oi what the dear 
public wnnta, and keen sense of style. I don't 
think that Elliot's fus^ enou^, myself. Some of 
the most dependables are putting stuff over on us 
that I won't stand for much longer." He came to 
a suddai pause, grixming. ** 'Tis well that I require 
greater purity of language written than spoken, 
is't not? " 

Camithers smiled at his boyishness. "Throat 
bad?" he inquired with the fatherly air habitual to 
him. 

"Not Tery; it's the confounded pain under my 
shoulder blade that bothers me most — but I'll be all 
right in a day or so. How about the illustrations 
for 'Clarice'? Uke 'ein?" And th^r -were soon 
as deeply engrossed in discussing forthcoming 
numbers as was Mrs. Ogden in composing a lettCT 
to Miss Slatherine Woods which was to bear the 
somewhat ille^ly scrawled signature of John D. 
Camithers, Editor. ^ 
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MRS. PROUTY was not in her most envi- 
able mood tbat moming. As Miss Woods 
i^>pear«d simultaneously with the clang- 
ing of the outer door after Miss Vincent, the sallow 
lace with its heavy dieeks emeiged from the folds 
of the morning paper. There was little news on 
Monday. 

"Well," in a careluUy acidulated tone, "down in 
plenty of time for the mail man, ain't youP" 

Cricket sudd^ily dedded to have another cup of 
coffee and surreptitiously unfolded his nai^dn, nod- 
ding a most dieery good morning to the newcomer. 

" That breakfast food is not half bad this morning, 
Miss Woods," he ventured, uctcntily oblivious of 
lowering storm douds. "I am sure Fairy-godmother 
has some warm for you in the kitchen." 

"That breakfast was plenty warm enough for 
those that pay regular and I guess it will do for them 
that don't," observed Mrs. Prouty. "If people 
will come down late to avoid the other boarders 
they take their chance." 
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At that moment Comfort appeared with a small 
bowi of steaming porridge and a pitdier c^ cream 
which she phtced before the girl with a delighted 
flourish. 

"Well, well! A real fairy-godmolher!" exclaimed 
Cricket in a tone that made Mrs. Prouty decide at 
once to defer her remarks to Comfort until he was well 
out of the way, and to appear absorbed in her paper.. 

"Tliey ain't never a thing new in Monday's society 
colyum," she complained. "Jest the same things 
over. Here's about Charley Martin at the Plaza 
again without a word changed. I bet the Plaza 
pays fer it." 

Comfort, who had been exchanging playful smiles 
with Miss Woods, caught the strange expression 
that suddenly hardened the lovely features, and re- 
gretfully saw her ptish away the breakfast food un- 
tasted. 

"Wasn't it just terrible about his brother, though 
— ^bein' drowned that way when they was on their 
weddin' trip? Her, too. My, but she was pretty! 
Her pitcher was in the paper the day they was 
married." 

"Hard luck!" Cricket was more interested in 
the untasted breakfast and its cause than in the 
tragedy of the Robert Martins. 
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"Nemesis!" Miss Woods exclaimed, half under 
Iier breath, passionately, as if the word had been 
forced from ha. 

Cricket kept counsel and wonda«d, while Mrs, 
Prouty looked at her uncomprehendingly. The word 
was one she did not know, but the tone in which it 
was spoken was quite evidently not flattering to 
the victims. In any event, Mrs. Prouty decided 
to follow her usual course and side with established 
wealth and position. 

"I'm sure I felt as if it was one of my own family," 
she asserted with some belligerency. "I didn't 
know the younger brother much, but Mr. Charley 
Martin is a real prince." 

Comfort, who had been absently catching a word 
now and then, let a dish fall with a crash. 

"Oh — a really truly prince?" she demandeid, so 
intently that Mrs. Prouty's glare was quite lost upon 
her. 

"Stepmother means a prince in disguise, Pairy- 
godmother," Cricket offered. 

"The disguise is perfect." Again Miss Woods 
spoke to herself and only Cricket heard. 

"Where does he live?" demanded Comfort, in 
breathless suddenness. 

"Don't you remember that great pile of a building 
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in front of which you w«« ahnost nm over by a boy 

on a motor cycle? That's the Plaza." 

"0-oh!" It was a soft little breath of revdk- 
tion. "And to think that I never, never knew that 
it was the Palace a-talll" 

Her face afiame with inner visions, the child 
dreamily gathered up the dishes she had been piling, 
quite unconscious oi their number, and attanpted 
to lift the tray. Cricket ^rang to h^ side in time 
to save the toppling china. 

"I'll CMry it for you, Faiiy-godOiother," he said 
goitly. "It's a bit heavy for you." With a grateful 
smile at hiu Comfort led the way to the kitchen. 

*' If you could only know of all the wonderful things 
that he does," Mrs. Prouty was saying when he re- 
turned. "We had a cook once that was sister to 
the woman that was hired every year re^'Iar to 
help the Martins spring clean, so I feel as if I knew the 
fanily real well. It makes a difference getting to 
know about folk first-Jianded Give? Why, they 
isn't anything that he imn't give if he thinks it's a 
worthy charity. You always see his name in the 
paper for everything." 

"I have noticed that." Miss Woods's tone was 
carefully non-conuuittal. Even Cricket now de* 
tected no bitterness in it. 
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"Woa't you" Qit tried to keq> his taae one of 
merely friendly interest) "try to eat a little bieak- 
lastP One wodts so modi better." It was a crafty 
afterthought, and it bcou^t lesults. 

Mrs. Prouty hfA gone bade to her paper, and 
was following her usual custom of conunenting. 
audibly or with muttciinga surchaised with mean- 
ing, upon the news therein contained. Cricket 
and Miss Woods, now well into a disanaion of 
Arnold Bennett's Tersatility, weze suddenly swept 
into her confidence by the raucous announce- 
ment: 

*" Girls is cert'ny fools!" 

"Of course, lSx&. Prouty — but what new evidence 
to substantiate it?" 

"Suicide of a beautiful young w<HnaD, deserted 
by her husband." She fairly snorted the headline. 
"That's her pitdier, too. Ain't she a beauty? 
And killin* herself for a man! I've always told 
Gladdus that they ain't no man on earth worth 
ruinin' your life tot. If they slicks to you, well 
and good; if they ups and dies on yon, get to woric, 
if you have to, and eun somethin* — that's what I 
done, and look at me now! But if they deserts 
you. thank the Lord they've vent, and you don't 
have to put up with 'em any longer." 
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"A most philost^hic view to take of the matter, 
Mrs. Prouty." 

"WeJl, it's good horse s^ise, anyway. I've ham- 
mered it into Gladdus good and ploity, too. ^e's 
awful piire and innocent, but she ain't no fool. 
Th in k of Idllin' yourself for one man when you've 
got looks. Here's your coffee, Miss Woods; it's 
cold as a stone but it was plenty hot for those that 
got down on time." 

"I — don't mind the cold coffee, Mrs. Prouty," 
replied the girl genUy, taking tiie cup and gazing 
with a curious intentness after the large billowy 
figure that lunged painfully upon fiJlen ardies. 
It was not until the rasping voice, whoaa drawl could 
be so pleasant on occasion, was heard in altercation 
with the cook that she seemed to come to herself 
with a start. 

'^"A pem^y for thoughts that must be worth mil- 
lions." 

The girl smiled at the half-jesting, half-earnest 
tone. It was a sad little smile and came slowly as 
if from a distance. , 

"I suppose that it would be diflScult for — Mrs. 
Prouty — ^to understand how love oould be so ab- 
solute, so complete, that, if it once lost faith, the 
whole world would seem to go — the whole world 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts 59 

ol matter and Bpirit collapse — shatter at ohe'si 
feet." 

^*I .wonder," aaid Cricket, slowly, his eyes fixed 
on the street outside with its passing shadows of 
human life, "whetha we do not underrate the 
privilege of love itsdf ; whetJicr we do not fail to* 
realize that it is the bursting of the shell that is 
the miracle — the shell which we regard as our wall 
of safety, and wbidi is> in truth, the prison house of 
our^isolation from human joy. It makes one realize 
one's greatnefls— 'to love," he added simply. 

"I am afraid that I never thought of it in. quite 
that way. " She tried to speak ligfat^, yet traderly , 
as one would to a chOd that is pleading for what he 
may not have. "Something happ^ed <xtce — ^no 
matter wlkat" — with a little rush of. w<hxIs that 
brouf^t a loving smile to his lips at her girlishneas — 
"something that made me afraid of it . . .of 
Love» I mean. It is beautiful but — it is vety ter- 
rible, too." 

"So is the sun, so ia the wind, beautiful and ter- 
rible; but oh! hoW^ey release the wonders hid 
in the earth dunng the winter prison house of 
cold!" 

"Do you siq^>ose that our sinritual body fairly 
rushes into bud and bloom imder its warmth and 
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joy?" The queiy was dreamily whimsical Afta 
all — why not? He was dear to her — in a way. 

"I know that it does — ^Eatheiine!" He leaned 
across the table and laid his hand upon hers. 

"Oh, Mr. Gnome," Comfort's voice sounded 
suddenly from the doorway, where she was polish- 
ing a goblet vigorwisly,J^'do you think that he is a 
truly prince? " 

Katherine Woods gave a little gasp and drew bade 
with a white, startled face. Her hands locked them- 
selves in hec lap, and Cricket realized in a flash that 
his moment was gone. 

"Er — who?" heaaked dully. 

"The man who lives in the Palace." 

"Oh — ^the Martin chap?" He roused himself 
into interest. "Well, he certainly has money 
Plough to ke^ a'kingdom going quite respectably. 
Why are you trying to locate a prince?" 

"For the True Princess, of course. True princesses 
never marry anybody else. Nobody else would be 
good enough, would they?" with a beautiful dis- 
r^ard of the grammar carefully instilled into her 
miiid by royal words. 

Cricket turned upon his vis-tl-vis a pleading look. 
The girt flushed hotly in a glorious wave of colour 
and laughed a little. 
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"Fftiiy-godmother, you are a dear, but you are 
almost embarrassing at times. You are forcing 
Mr. Cricket into a comer so that he must needs say 
something pretty." 

Comfort gazed from one to the pther anxiously. 
She felt sensitively that she had displeased her two 
best friends, yet she could not quite understand. 
Cricket, silent, turned away to the window with a 
grave face and the child slipped over to him in in- 
stinctive sympathy, stealing her fingers into his 
palm. 

"I'm Sony," she said, softly, "about — whatever 
it is." 

Cricket patted the hand gently. "You need not 
be sorry. Fairy-godmother," he said. "You may 
have heli>ed your True Princess more than you 
think. Tell her, dear, that you are quite rij^t — 
that it must be a prince — but that ofttimes a mere 
commoner can be transformed into a prince — if <me 
cares." 

It was all very puzzling indeed and Comfort 
felt that her fairy powers were greatly needed; 
but jvCst how to tfse them she did not know. 

"No . . ." her True Princess was saying 
breathlessly, protestingly. 

"Oh, no! . . . Don't let me lose the best 
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friend that I have, Faiiy-godmothor. Tell him 
not to — liiat he must not. . . ." 

Had those two dear sensible charges of her fairy 
wardship suddenly gone daft? Comfort felt help- 
less — but she mjist follow out her Princess's bidding. 

"She's the Princess," ^e said mechanically, "and 
ahe says to — not." 

"But we must tell her" (he spoke quite to the 
<>hild without a glance at the table) "now that we 
liave gone so far, that if I were a prince, I would lay 
my kingdom at her feet . . . but that, sud- 
denly, Faiiy-godmother makes us see cursives as 
we are. ..." 

"Please" pleaded Miss Woods, helplessly, her 
^reat eyes fixed upon him. But he must make one 
point — ^for her sake — and he was blind to her gaze. 

"Tell her, Fwry-godmother," he went on without 
lieeding her~indeed quite as if she were not there 
— "that of all your kingdom, gnomes, when they will, 
•can be the most helpful, just because they axe sudi 
odd, ill-favoured, and stunted little creatures that 
no one mistakes them for princes. If a true princess 
would only realize that all they can do is an occasional 
kind little act, she woidd surdy be gra<dous enough 
not to refuse their so kindly meant swviees." 
There was sranething very like a sob from the 
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taUe. Cricket loosed the small hand and went to 
the door. 

"Oh, dear. <Ai, dear I" wailed Ftury-godmother» 
forgetting her magic powers whem there was most 
call tor them — thereby proving herself woodofully 
like human folk. "I'm sorry that everybody I 
love is sfHTy—aod that I don't know how to help 
'em." 

"Mr. Cricket!" (What lovely soft voices true 
princesses can have, to be sure!) "Hease — let me 
say eranething. I — I know whatyou mean about — my 
not being gracious. I^ease dtm't say that I'm not. 
You hove been so kind. You have found things 
for me to do where there were no things! I know — 
now. I sf^ireciate h more than I can ever— fiay. 
But what Mrs. Prouty told me is true: it is charity. 
You need not have your work done outside your 
<^ce, in the first pia/Ce', and if you did, there are 
others who will do it more accurately and more — ■ 
cheiq^ — than I have been doing it. I did not know 
— until I started out to find more work of the same 
kind. My work is not sufficiently good for competi- 
tirai. I must tpy»-«omething dse. Mrs. Rwuty 
has been very kind to me." [Cricket made an odd 
nose in his thtoat.} "^e has iM me stay on tmtil 
to^lay." She swallowed bravely and smiled up at 
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.him. "I may possibly not be here this evesangf 
Mr. Cricket; some friends have been wanting me to 
visit them. They have a very quiet home, I am 
t«dd — where I can rest. If I am gone"— she held 
out her hand in a friendly gesture — "good-bye — 
until I See you again." 

"May I come to see you?" the query was-eager — 
almost impassioned. 

"S(Hne time," she replied evasivdy. ".Wait — 
until you get permission." A UtUe catch in her 
voice destroyed the artificial bravado ctf the words. 
He wond««d. A thought too terrible to be amtwa- 
I^ated flashed through his nmd — but it was dis- 
missed swiftly, and with shame. Of course she had 
friends. Why ^ould he doubt? Possibly there 
was a man in this family of friends. 

"I hope" (it was formal indeed — ^that tone of his) 
*'that you are not going to leave us. I am going to 
think that I shall find you here and that we shall have 
some sort of a lark this evening together. Will you?" 

Again she smiled that inscrutable smile. "If I 
am h»e," she said. "It depends— on what I receive 
by this moming's post. I shall not go unless I (eel 
that I — ^must." 

"O Faiiy-godmother, Fairy-godmother," he cried 
softly, and, as so often, the de^ tones in his voioe 
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seemed to throb with a hurt that he hid under jest- 
ing, "why can't you turn a gnome into a prince?"^ 

"It seems to me" (Comfort looked after him as 
he waved at them through the window from the area 
way) "Uiat he ia as princy as a real prince . . . 
and he is nice." 

"Yes — oh, yes!" Miss Woods was young and, 
though her heart was wrung with the pity of it, 
there was a tittle glow in her breast — the vision of ~a 
flame that would not kindle. "If niceness were all 
that is needed!" 

"What else is?" Comfort was unc3q>ectedly direct, 

"I — I don't know," helplessly. "Something that 
— somebody else will discover in him — ^that I never 
can. Only — ^I must go." 

"Oh, there's the postman. True Princess! Is it a 
thick package or a thin one that you want? " As the 
man in uniform handed her a pile of assorted sizes. 

"A thin envelope. Comfort — one that looks as if 
it had a long, thin, narrow sUp of paper In it"; the 
girl's hands gripped until her knuckles shone white, 
and in sudden fear she turned her eyes away from 
the child, bowing her head as a pagan might beseech 
his gods to avert disaster. "Oh, Fairy-godmother, 
Fairy-godmother, give me the right one — give me 
the right <inel It means n^ v«Ty life, child!" 
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Witii bode turned toward her, the cjiild sorted the 
mail, tossing aside the letters for other members of 
the hoiisdiold and, with a sidelong glance to assure 
herself that she was not discovered, she slipped two 
long tbidi: packets upon the sill and sat upon them 
with well-feigned nonchalance. 

"Here!" she cried delighted!y,"here is a skinny 
one. Princess!" i 

The girl rose and hastily took it from th« child's 
band, then her arms fdl nervelessly at her side. 
It flaimted the black-typed return stamp of a 
down -town dq>artment sttHre, and the cheap 
jMiper of the envelope could not conceal the lurid 
letter head of the sheet folded within. The dis- 
appointment in the big brown eyes was in itseU a 
tragedy. 

"An advertisement from a store where I never 
bought anything in my life," she exclaimed bitterly, 
as if this w^e almost pressing in the thorns of the 
crown. "How beautifully ironical! Anything would 
have been better than this!" A sudden flashing of 
,guilt upon the flowerlike little face before her sent a 
thought darting into her mind. 

"Is that all that there was for me. Fairy-god- 
mother?" 

The diOd looked up at her with wide, anguished 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enekanied Hearts 67 

c;yes. hcT fittle liaatb clasped ti^t in her 1^. She 
-was sitting very still. 

"Is tliis— all. Comfort?" The sad ^es lotd^ 
St ber hopeless yet stem. 

(A! if she were indeed a fairy-godjnother! S 
dhe could only turn thick packages, that bulged with 
things people did not want, into skinny envelopes 
that vore denderiy full of something they did— ~ 
■omething that, as her pnucess had aaid but a mo- 
meat b^ore, meant her very life! 

**Couldn't thidc packages possisa-ibly have some* 
tiung luce m them?" she queried, pleading, *'not 
poasut-ibly? The? must have. True Princess, for 
Fve yeaytA every night — every single-wiof^e ni^t 
— -JDst as my Mama told me how." 

"For — what, dear?" the query was infinitdy soft* 
aa if tears were cuddling it about. 

"For — mcmey for you," she said siiiq>ly. "I 
^pose it's because God doesn't have to have mmey 
that He doesn't know about it," she said as if to 
hosdf. "Mama said that He'd put it into people's 
beaxts to do things, though. It's queer. I tried 
to 'qilain it to Him. I told Him that money didn't 
■eem like much when you didn't have to have it — 
Imt when you did, it was some'n fierce." The child- 
idi voice was so intense, so choked with utter dis- 
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cooragement, that tlie older of the two chOdren who 
could not understand the Fath^'s ways tried to 
comfort her. 

"It will be all right> dear. Give me the rest that 
you have for me. Surely — surely there will be a 
grain of comfort in them." 

Slowly the diild drew from boieath her skirts the 
two packets, bearing the stan^ of two excellent 
periodicals — as periodicals of the day went — and 
one of them was that of which John Carruthers was 
editor. Had not the True Princess opened the 
other first and shaken from it the c»irt rejection slip 
that to her sensitive ^irit never seemed less than a 
blow between the eyes, she might have taken greater 
hope at the careful analysis of her hitest offering to 
Mr. Carruthers, conscientiously and lovingly wrought 
by the girl with the defiant eyes. It was an ex- 
ceUent critique, based on sound common sense and 
an appreciation — somewhat satirical, albeit — of what 
the pid>lic wants. 

Yet Katherine Woods did not understand it. 
Criticism, however accurate and penetrating and 
able, was not what she must have, for it would not 
appease Mrs. Prouty. She had fought hard, but 
it was against too-great odds. Hampered at ihe 
outset by her very passion t(x succeeding, in order 
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that she tnig^t cany on a quest whidi to her meant 
all of life's purpose now, she was doomed to fait. 
High-strung, nervous, in her work she gave evidence' 
of the unbalance of her spirit, ^e could not see- 
things in right perspective. Her bac^rounds — 
if indeed there were backgrounds, and, not, rather, a- 
cluttering of objects that strove for promin^ice — 
gave no hint of the largeness of her hiunan outlook, 
no suggestion of depth in the reaches of her spirit — 
in the atmosphere of which her brain children might 
work out their destinies. And now — ^this was the 
end! Mrs. Prouty had given her untfl to-day — 
the b^inning of a new week — ^to make her peace 
with her in the only way that peace may be made 
with landladies of exclusive boarding-houses. Nc^ 
where could she go, for none would take her without 
the advance that was always demanded, and she waA 
quite ignorant — as is the usual state of those who do- 
not make a good living at indigency — of any phil- 
anthropic group that could give her aid. Besides, 
her very soul rebelled at the thought of asking help. 
Night after night she had Iain awake hoping to 
aee some way clear. She had tried all the usual 
avenues open to those not skilled in any particular 
line of work, without success. It seemed to her 
now that only the one way was left — ^to join those 
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biends' iHio were awaiting her, as she had \xAA 
CricSnet,' in the quiet home that alone offered rest. 
Saaxe: sud it was a coward's way — aod it seemed so 
to those who did not know the vast temptation. 
Perh^>8 it was. . . . Yet life was yery sweet 
and livable if one could only live it without shame. 

Comfort had stolen softly from the room and the 
girl laid her brown head upon the table and strangled 
back the sobs. 

"Oh* Mollie, my precious baby ^ter! If (Hily I 
were sure that you are not living — that you would 
never need me — little Mollie girl ! Dear Giod, let me 
know!" 

In the tension of her emotion ^e had crushed tiie 
flaring envelope in hex slim hand until its stiff, sharp 
comers pricked ber tender palm. At liie sound of 
the soft footfall returning she absently thrust it into 
the bosom of the blouse from which she extracted a 
handkwchief and surreptitiously wiped her eyes. 
Not soon enough, however, for Comfort had seen, 
and her soft heart was wrung with the pi^ of it. 
^e slipped a warm little arm about the girl's b^ided 
head and pressed it close to her. 

"Don't cry, dear, dear True Princess," she said 
with passionate pleading, adding in brighter tone: 
"See what I've got!" Upon the cloth in front of 
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than she spread a handful of coins, many of then^ 
pennies. "Thirty-seven cents! That's quite m lot* 
isn't it?" anxiously. "I've saved and saved all that 
i/tr. Gnome has given me. and £ve cents that Miss 
Vinc^tit paid lor aoertand; the pennies are mostly 
for enrands for Stepsist^ when she was 'all in.* 
Now, I've gotta have five oents for subway for — 
something that I won't tdl about — ^for I can walk 
oneway . . . andanoth»fiveceiitsIsu]^KiBe,'* 
she sighed, "for salt." 

Hie brown-eyed girl hugged her dose. 

"Salt, dearest?" 

"Yes, St^motber says Fm not worth my salt 
vsudly — so I thought I'd better buy her a bi^. 
I ast the grocery man how much th^ woe. I 
didn't know that I took so much salt." 

"Poor lassie!" 

Hie child moved the coins over in front of the other. 

"But all the rest is youis! See! It's quite a k>t» 
isn't it? It helps? " 

"Oh, baby! Don't, don't!" Ihe girl sobbed and 
lidd her fast. 

"I sui^>ose," said ComftHt, slowly, a vague dis- 
appMutment in her time, "that, beii^ a princess, it 
seems very small — smaller than it does to mel" 

"Oh, no, no" — the child's curis were rumpled with 
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a passionate, nervotis hand that seined to long to 
express what the voice could not say. "You don't 
understand, dearest! It is — wonderful! Quite the 
bi^est'thing that wasever done for me. That Is 
"why I can't take it! You are like your Mr. Gnome! 
You are giving me too much. I cannot take aS 
you have and give — nothing!" . 

Thrae is a queer magnetism about odd- assorted 
^efs that make tbefla suddenly cling together and 
make one insupportable bundle. 

The flushed little face fell and eyes looked gravely 
■at her from beneath the tumbled curls. 

"But it seemed so nice to be giving them to' a 
tiTie prilieess instead of the monkey that -comes 
around with the Dago." 

"But you see," the ^1 was quite helpless at mak- 
ing it clear, "it would be different if you had a great 
deal. If you were really a fairy godmolJier, and had 
so much that you didn't know what to do with it — 
or Mr. Cricket were a true prince with the wealth 
«f a kingdom at his command. . . ." 

She started suddenly to her feet for the sound of a 
dragging step on the stair was plainly heard. 

She ran to the hat rack and snatched a worn 
little, black straw hat, and a shabby loose coat «f 
the cut of two yews before. 
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"Put them away, dear heart," ahe said, (orciiig a 
smile into her pale lips. "Your true princess is 
going to take a bit of a walk and think things out." 
She went to the fihild and put her arms about htr^ 
"I'm afraid I'm a veiy ungrateful true princess,** 
she said gently, "but some day — ^when you are 
older^you may understand, though may your good 
fairies keep you from undnstanding throi^h ^- 
perience!" She kissed tiie wistful little face ma^ 
times, and thai, with a sob, fled through the door 
and out upon the street. *^ 

Comfort stood where h^ princess had left het-^ 
thinking deeply. "If he vrtxe a true prince— the 
wealth of a kingdom at his command . . . ** 
(those very words ^e had said), &ea she would 
have {taken help. Still pondering, the child took 
the coins and slipped th«n into the {locket of the 
huge apron as Mrs. ftouty cune in. 

/'"He's siu^y at the Palace, isn't he?" Comfort 
demanded. Unlucky dioice of time io put such ui 
unpractical-sounding query for it moused the wrath 
of "Stepmother" which had been dumbmng but to 
gain power with such r^reshment. 

For a space of several bitter minutes the Httie- 
head, but just now cuddled in loving arms, was 8ub» 
jected to a tirade such as she had seldom had to 
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endive before. The big gray eyes, however, irfakii 
liad filled with .tears at the sight of hfcr bdoved's 
grief, DOW gazed steadily, with a kind of wtHidenng 
Inut, at the hideous sight (A a nnddle-aged womaa 
completely in the oontrol of her rage. . A Btinging 
l)oz 4H1 the ears brought a»arttiig tears and a straJ^t 
firm lioe to the sensitiTe lips as she wtoit to fhe 
Idtchen aad ^unged her arms into the chilled dish 
watej. Sie k^t h^ counsel. 

9ie bad not, in reality, minded any of the haidl 
words that related to hersell. Those that burned 
m ha taaaoty w»ethe cmd taunts flung out against 
her i»iiiceBS. But there was in her heart a thought 
that kept hxat siloit and even iHuught a que» little 
snoile of triuliq>h to ha: Hps aa she lifted the ketUe of 
l>oSing v'atcT and rinsed the greasy dishes. 

"What are you grinning at?" Mrs. Prouty bad 
followed her out. Her rage was almost spent, aa 
I rumble articulating into aodiUe mutter- 



"I was thinking" (Faiiy-godmother's t<me was 
•fanost ^e^ul altbou^ there was a red ntaxk stfll 
across the childish diedc), "I was thinking bow 
3iior^ti-£ed and' 'shamed you would be wbem the 
frinee came and found out about you." 
. Stiii was the quid afsuiance 6f her voice tbait 
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'MiB. Prouty instiDctively started. Suppose the 
chUd were to unearth some relatives that were worth 
while? What might she not have lost by her hasty 
temper? 

"Who — what are you taJking about? .Who's 
going to bring a prince here? What for?" 

' ' To rescue the True Princess out of your dutches.** 
Comfort dabbled the water thoughtfully as she used 
the most approved fairy-tale phrasing. "I'm going 
to do it if it taJtes a leg," she added with sudden 
gusto; then, gently rubbing the smarting cheek, 
"though I will say that being fairy godmother in a 
bunch like this is no slouch of a job." 

Yet even she did not know the magnitude of her 
task and the sore need for swift manipulating of 
destiny. 
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NO ONE can judge Katherine Woods in her 
desperate mood unless he — and it may be 
that her severest judges are likely to be 
**she" — ^has found himself in simBar circumstances. 
One who is a mere chronicler of her may not defend, 
but one may set forth a few bits of her history which 
serve to explain the hopelessness of her mood — the 
bitterness of her cry against Fate. 

Tucked in her pociet — at the moment when, with 
the nerves of her slender, delicate body throbbing 
with the pain of her spirit, she dashed out of the 
danging basement door at Mrs. Prouty's — was a 
flat, square box filled witii innocent-looking whitish 
tablets. As she had told the anxious Cricket, she 
needed quiet — and was going to her friends. Had 
she climbed to her stuffy skylight room instead of 
out into a sxmlit May morning, one may feel rea- 
sonably certain that the tablets in the box would 
have been fewer right soon, and one more labourer 
would have failed the Master of the Harvest. 

She had walked a long, reckless distance ere she 
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tound herself in ]the [Park and wearily dropped iq>on 
a bench in an out-of-the-way com^. %e had had 
no definite purpose in going there. She was not by 
nature dramatic, and she did not, in an oigy of 
feminine heroica, plan a dramatic end. If she could 
have crept away without any one's knowing of it, 
she had been glad. The thought of the uniformed 
figure bending over her, a subsequent sounding <A 
loud gongs, and a hurrying away with more excite^ 
ment than she had ever caused in her qiiiet, shy* 
little life, terrified her mental vision. No, it must 
be the skylight room where they would not miss her 
until. ... A little flow^like face, with wide, 
anguished eyes dilated in teirw, rose before her. 

No; it must not be Fairy-godmothert That brave 
little sQul with the singing heart would have to 
learn many <A life's sordid, we^y lessons, doubtless 
— but the most wearisome, the most sordid, must 
not come through her. Her True Princess — a sob 
rose in the girl's throat — ^must not be the one to 
show her that there were no such things as fairies 
in a hard-headed, obtuse, and cruel old worid; 
that prayers to the One who, after all, the child 
T^arded as an all-powerful and beneficent fairy, 
were but phrases that echoed in moddng hiUs^of 
unheeding matter. 
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She would simply disappear; that would be the 
Wl^. Then a rush of memory overcame her with 
the thought. It had been km- way, too — ^that bal^ 
Bister — in search f (n: whom she had spent the tiny 
nnu realized frcnn the sale of the home in ^^ginla 
when the invalid mother died. 

None knew better than the girl on the park bench 
bow terrible is the strain of a fruitless seeking for 
<me who may be either living or dead. Over and 
OVOT again she had said that to feel sure — ^to know — 
that Mollie was dead would be all that she woiild ask. ' 

It had not been a wild-goose chase for fame or 
dollars, this quest upon which little M(^e Woods 
had left the Virginia rectoiy that the kindly folk d 
her father's diiu*ch had insisted on their keeping 
even after the death of the brilliant scholar ^o had 
jHeached simple, straightforward things during his 
life. She had gone to the city of delicious unrest 
at the summons of an old friend of her moth«-*s 
whose children needed a governess of the sort that 
Mollie Woods could be. With the Binghams Mollie' 
had gone abroad — a dream come true it seemed to the 
two gentie, joyous-hearted women in the old rectory 
as th^ read the glowing' letters, bubbUng with fun. 
and shafts of keen-witted satire over manners and 
customs that were different from those in the accus- 
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tomed iHgeon hole. Thai the vacation at home* 
i^ose joyful re^mion was shadowed by the faintest 
little cloud: MoUie had met "some one very power- 
ful" in the world of the stage; he hitd heard her 
singing in the salon one night — an absurd imitation 
it had been of a well-known grand opera star. He 
had sought her out, had made an offer, and Mrs. 
Bingham, herself a prominent dabbler in the uplift 
of the stage, had ui^ged its acceptance. It was a 
wonderful future, an almost imparalleled opportu- 
nity — the children were growing older so rapidly. 
Raymond must have a tutor next year . . . and 
Mollie had gone back to New York with the hes- 
itating but complete permission that she had sou^t. 
As she sat there idly watching the shadows of 
tender leaves upon the grass, Katherine remembered 
the brilliant eyes, the flush of joy upon the younger 
girl's face. So sure she had been of triumph that 
the shabby old rectory had glowed in the sunlight 
<d her vision. She was to do wonderful thingB 
for them — the big-eyed elder sister, and the gaitle 
little mother who for long years had lain upon the 
couch. Then came a flash of realization — ^Katherine 
Ws.ed to remember that Mollie had had that — and 
the sitting room with its worn carpet and old- 
fasldoned fumitxu^ was flooded with newspap^ 
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cltpiHiigs from New York dailies. Critics wtse as 
nearly unanimous as critics can be in praise of the 
new little satellite. 

They prophesied wonderful things (or her in — 
perhaps — only another year. The illness of the 
little, white-haired invalid becoming acute, Kathe- 
rine's time was taken up in nursing her, in fight- 
ing back the great shadow that hovered for long in 
the little white bedroom. During that period even 
the beloved story-writing was given up with its 
desultory encouragement in the form of varying 
payment that purchased little comforts for the one 
she held to life. 

Had not anxious days and sleepless nights been 
filled with the one thought, Katherine felt that she 
might have divined the impending tragedy from 
the brief letters of the little sister in New York. 
In the cry that comes to a woman's lips more <^en 
than to a man's, £^e voiced the passionate realiza- 
tion of her insuflScienty. "Oh — ^if I could only have 
been two!" It was the cry wrung from her on 
the day when, returning to consciousness from a col- 
lapse as the empty rectory opened its cheerless 
door to her black-robed figure, her sister's letter 
was given into her hands. 

When she had read the only too ordinary little story 
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writtoi there, the real strength in the character of 
Satherine Woods showed itself. She did not fall 
weakly back upon her pillow. Instead she called 
a counsel of all her bodily and spiritual powers. 
" You must not fail me," she said to them as actually 
as in words when she eagerly partook of the stxength- 
ening foods sheliad reused before, and putawayfor an- 
other time the grief that threatened to overwhelm her. 

She must find Molliel Surely, surely, the child 
could not have carried out the purpose hinted at in 
her letter! At the last moment the blackness of 
the waters mi^t have held her back, or some fugitive 
teaching of the saintly faced old scholar in her 
wayward childhood days! 

Within the we^ Katherine Woods, a shadow of 
a girl, in bladt, was in the shabby apartment house 
to which she had been sending the letters to her 
sister. It was the only clue she had to the life that 
MoQie had been living for many months; that and a 
pitiful evidence of the little sister's truthfulness in 
her sorry little story — a copy of the wedding certifi- 
cate issued by a justice of the peace in New Jersey 
affirming the marriage of Robert O. Martin and Mary 
Lee Woods. The sad little letter ran thus: 

He is, in reality, only twenty — no older th&n I, and his brother 
Charles is hb guardiaa. Bob told me that he would be twenty- 
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tvo next moatiL . . . Thelwother, Ihaveuotseeii. Irw^ 
Us letter; that was enough ... . I <iid not know that m«k- 
c»iild be so cruel. ■ . . The lawyer — ^the Martin attorney — 
expluned it all to me. He was kind — at leaat he wanted to be — '■ 
but he said that it would be no me to fight it. Charies Martia 
had millions to spend, and he would spend it all if necessary to 
"get his brother out of the scrape and protect the family name." 
Think d( itl Aa if I wore & dieap adventuress instead of a girl 
who had given up an assuredly brilliant future for love of him£ 
I just can't bear it, Eitkat, I've disgraced you all, or I should if 
I tried to fight my way out of it. . . .1 think it's the reali- 
sation that Bob is a coward that hurts most — that the semi* 
tiveness. the boyishness, that I loved so are juat— weakness. 
I can't live — ^nameless — ^nor can I let Father's grandchild oome 
into stKJi a and world imjwotected. It is better this way. 
in just drop out. Kaatmb&r nte as I was at h(«ne. Only tw» 
of the giris in the company guessed about Bob and me, and I'm 
^ping they wiD not teD — ^for th^ actually know nothing. It 
would be a mess tor the papers and bitterly hard for Mother tad 
yoa. I>c»i't try to find the wretched little fragmtnt of a body 
that was once — your Mollie.girl. 

P. S. nwy may try to offer you money; they did me, but— 
wdl, I imagine that your answier will be the same. 



Two years Katherine bad spent in searching; 
two years, and all tbe money that she had; but 
<m this May morning wben, with an ii^ little hand 
tightly clutching tbe white box in her pocket, she 
sat on tbe bench in the pai^, she was no nearer stor- 
ing tbe mystery of h«- sister's whereabouts than 
on the day when she had arrived in the dingy apart- 
ment building and questioned, dry eyed, the floridly 
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weeping girls who, too, had come to seek her out. 
Th^ were the two "erf the coinpany" who had 
guessed the secret, aqd as aha talked with them 
Katherine had little hope of her sister's name being 
k^ out of publicity when a story promised in 
which they might be interviewed. Her fears did not 
prove groundless, yet the little story was so much 
like a hundred others which the same journal had 
published during those months that, save when the 
marriage of Robert Martin recalled it of late, it 
had been foi^tten along with the rest, 

A bit of forttme, which saved Katherine Woods's 
identity with "the sister" becoming known, was the 
fact that not even those who knew MoUie best had 
the glint (rf knowledge that her name was not in 
reality the "Mary Lee" whidi appeared in the cast. 

It is always the outwardly inconsequential mat- 
ters that seem, in the end, to have been frau^t 
with the greatest moment. Now, though it seemed 
that nothing short of a miracle could lure the girl 
into thinking that life held any possibility for her, 
that there coidd be anything ahead of her save the 
bitterness of ending the struggle — whether swiftly, 
by the means that she had at hand, or slowly, 
through lack of shelter and food (a bit of flotsam 
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like those she had so often yearned over in a square 
in the heart of the rushing dty) — a tiny incident 
changed the course of her purpose, so well on its 
vay toward completion. Unconsdously her hand 
fumbled the square white box in her pocket and a 
bri^t-eyed gray squirrel, his sharp little ears de- 
tecting the sound which could have but one meaning 
for him, crept stealthily upon the bench. How far 
apart were they — ^these childr«i of nature whom an 
artificial civilization had deprived of some part of 
the ability to deal with forces in order to satisfy 
their {H-imal needs, and had cast upon the chance 
philanthropy of a passer-by? The advantage was 
in favotu- of the squirrel; he, at least, had no bitter 
memories to weaken his desire to live, and his faith 
in humanity only revived in greater strength after 
every rebuff. 

In a desf>erate tension of mood whi<^ rendered 
her deaf and blind to the sounds and sights about 
her — an aUenation of spirit in which naught existed 
in the universe save her own soul and the little box 
in her pocket — the brushing of s<rft fur against her 
ungloved hand, in its suddoi imeqiectedness, brought 
a smothered scream of t«Tor. The bright-eyed 
squirrel, in an alarm proportionately no less, leaped 
to the gDound and scampered up the nearest tree, to 
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pauae, safe out oi possible hum's way, upcm a low- 
swung branch, his hunched shoulders quivering like 
those of a brat httle old nuu leaning upon his 
cane. 

Katherine's quiveriqg nerves were so utterly on 
the surface at that moment that the stray wind 
of any emotion swept over them, drawing forth a 
melody of its own nature. The hurt of the innocent 
little creature above her broii^t a rush of passion- 
ate sympathy and remorse. She thrust h^ hands 
deep into her pocketfl in the hope of finding there 
what would make her peace with the other httle 
waif. Mockingly the white box rattled again and the 
girl shuddered. Somehow its evil suggestion grated 
harshly upon her present sudden mood of service. 
There was nothing there. She rose unsteadily to 
her feet and. looked up at the little bunch of 
fur. 

"I haven't anything to give you, squirly," she 
said pleadingly, "but I hope that you'll forgive me 
for frightening you so!" As she lowered her eyes, 
the glint of a small, light coloured object in the grass 
caught her gaze, and sbs pounced upon it with a 
su^e of delight. She held it up with a sudden ges- 
ture that somehow did not fri^ten her tHend. 
"Oh, look," she called gently, acrw^ng the rough 
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shell with her piak nail in an aDuring sound, "a 

peanut, squiriy--~a peanut you never saw!" 

Cautiomly yet surely, the crouching fur de- 
scended until mthin reaching distance of the proffered 
tidbit; then, with a sudden snatching, he had it in 
his mouth and had fled up the tree. The girl drew 
a long breath of delight 'and locked about her as if 
upon a new world — or as if returning to an old 
friend whose kindliness of feature she had forgotten 
in drear years of absence that had interyened. 

The sun was now shining in the lustrous warmth 
(^ eariy May, the softest of breezes cooled her hot 
chedcs, and a robin sang blithely not far away. 
With a vicious little heel she kicked up a bit of 
turf at her'feet, falling upon her knees and patting 
it gently as if she had hurt it. Lifting up a ragged 
end of it, she hid beneath it the square white box and 
pressed the sod back into place with a worn little 
shoe. 

"Perhaps," she said to herself with a little catch 
in her voice, "I'll find a peanut to give Mrs. 
Prouty." 

For a long time she had been vaguely conscious 
<A the letter which she had thrust hurriedly into 
the bosom of her blouse^ Its cheap, crumply 
envelope had crackled jmitestingly at her every 
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move, had she been aware of things that smote her 
<Hiter sens^. Now the discomfort of its pricking 
her dehcate bosom caused her to draw it forth. A 
less orderly nature than hers might have then 
and there torn it to bits and scattered them broad- 
cast about the greensward, but not so Katherine 
Woods. She sUpped it in her pocket with the swift 
choking thought that it would have been the means 
of her identification if . . . . 

Withdrawing it, she tore the envelope open me- 
chanically and drew out the glaringly letter-headed 
sheet — with an enclosure! The sheet with the letter 
head had been taken from the women's waiting 
room and bore no word. It was folded carefully 
around a half sheet of typewriter paper from which 
fell out, as Katherine breathlessly flattened it, some- 
thing that startled her more than the squirrel's 
friendly appeal had done, though no sound escaped 
her. Bewildered she read the words typevmtten 
upon the unheaded sheet and weakly compared 
them with the typewritten address that they might 
yield some clue. 

The "something" that she unfolded was a bank 
note so new that its only creases had been made by 
the hand that folded the paper, and large enough to 
cover her debt to Mrs. Prouty with a tiny margin 
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for atamps! The words written seemed to leap to 
her, at once with the sweetest solace and the bitter- 
est reproach: 

"For Katherine Woods, whose courage has 
helped a woman she does not know." 
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T[£ suite of Charles EMward Martin — in the 
hotel where he had diosen to stay during the 
few days that preceded his seclusion (under 
orders from his physicians) at his qountry home* 
Martindale — was individualized by the lumiistak- 
able touch of a connoisseur in art lliough his 
stay was to be brief — ^too brief, in fact, to war- 
rant opening the town house and re-arranging its 
retinue — ^the faithful Bland, acting imder explicit 
directions from his nervously irritable young mas- 
ter, had transformed the unpretentious, comfort- 
able rooms into the veri-similitude of a home by 
punctilious selection of his favourite bits of fur- 
niture, his carefully chosen rugs, and certain art 
treasures from which it was actual pain for him to 
be parted. Ancient and modem, one would have 
said that they formed an oddly assorted group had 
one not had eyes to see that, period of workmanship 
quite aside, all possessed certain similar character- 
istics — strength of line and an indefinable ^iritual 
beauty in their suggestion which, save in the hands 
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of a master, is so likely to become mere maudlin 
sentimentality. Their selection was in itself a rev- 
elation of the character of the only surviving Martin. 
Himself the product of a civilization more effete than 
any in the world's history, in that the inventive 
brains of centuries have subserved its anticipated 
demands, he yet was limned in the inner man by 
strength of line that bespoke generaticms of sturdy, 
upstanding forbears. 

As one who had run athwart him in Wall Street 
T^narked with reasonable ruefulness, "Charl^ Mar- 
tin inay foe a rich man's son — but anybody who 
thinks that he hasn't his Dad's head on hia shoulders 
has a surprise coming to him." 

EUd Charles Martin heard thb mnark and be- 
heved it, part of the cause of his glo<nn on that 
bright May morning, when, Katherine Woods was 
burying a certain Kttle white box beneath the soil 
of Central Park, would have be«i swept away. 
Propped up among the cushjoos of his couch, maga- 
zines Kttered about him, his heavy eyes and colour- 
leas chedcs did not present the world's idea of an 
aristocratic young multi-millionaire whose sim- 
plicity in style of living was indulgently r^arded 
by his friends as a forgivable whim rather than an 
exprcflsion of inner conviction. 
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Like a faithful hen with an ailing chick. Bland 
hovered ever near, yet with the well-bred servant's 
endeavour to be unobtru«ve withal. Not a sigh 
escaped the young man which did not echo in the 
servant's breaeit; do weaiy droop of the body or list- 
less attempt to interest himself in reading escaped 
the other's watchful, thou^ <^-averted, gaze. 

Far flung about the nx^ wen the most popular 
periodicals of the day, and aa the (me upon which 
the young man's eyes had been duHy and unseeingly 
fixed followed its fellows, an onloc^er would have 
had little trouble in guessing the means by which 
the otho^ had arrived at their haplessly scattered 
state. 

"DiUBn!" it was not a nice word, but then 
Charles Martm had- no noti<Hi that it would be re- 
corded thus to his disadvantage. He had not even 
intended Bland to hear — although, forsooth, that 
mattered little. Bland being both scapegoat and 
confidant. 

The i^pearance <rf the servant from the inner 
bedroom was so sudt^ as to surest a surreptitious 
Uatening. 

"Did you call, sir?" ■■-.■'-- ^ 

"No, Bland, I merely ^»oke my mind." 
With a solicitude as tender as a mother's, Bland 
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came to the couch and rearranged the cushions be- 
hind the weary back. 

"Did you wish for something, sir?" 

"No, good old Bland." llie eyes were lifted with 
an affection that would have repaid the man a 
thousand fold for a lifetime of service. "As if a 
fellow had only to wishi" he mused, adding, with 
a sigh: "Howlong have we been home. Bland?" 

"We landed a week ago to-day, sir." 

"Is that all; only a week?" 

The elderly servant's eyes were pitiful, but his 
voice was stolidly cheerful: 

"Time won't seem to drag so, sir, when you can 
get hout." 

"Oh, I can get out, now, Bland. It's all rot say- 
ing that I can't. Doctors were made to give orders 
and to try new things on helpless patients. . . . 
I'm not ill in body, Bland; I'm sick of soul. . . . 
I wish that it were all over and done with"; the 
voice was gruff with pain. "I wish that / had sailed 
on the Titanic instead of — ^Bob." He turned his 
face away, and his hands fell listless in his lap. 

"Don't say that, sir." Bland's tone waa plead- 
ing. 

"But, if it's true, why not say it. Bland? What 
am I here for? I have never paid much attention 
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to the whyness of the which bdore, but what is the 
use of me?" 

"You're your father's son, sir." The thought 
with its suggestion of responsibility brought the 
younger man pause only for an instant. He burst 
forth with additional bitterness: 

"His son in blood and bone, po'haps, but surely 
not in mind or in purpose of life! Why, when Dad 
was my age he had done things worth while; and 
when he went, he had accomplished a work in the 
world — ^work that needed to be done — ^not just stuff 
to take up his time." 

It was a new phase of mood and the somewhat 
unresourceful and unimaginative Bland was at a 
loss how to meet it. 

"There's the directors, sir." 

A sound of utter scom caught in young Martin's 
throat. 

"Who most courteously ask me questions, to 
which I as courteously respond: 'Yes, gentlemen, 
if you think best.' " 

Nothing to be gained along that line, was Bland's 
swift decision. 

"You're your mother's own son for kindness, sir. 
Think of the charity." 

"Nothing in the world could be wider apart in 
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spirit tihui n^ 'cliarity,* as you call it, and the ma- 
ter's. She was the real, old-fashioned sort of gentle- 
woman. She visited the poor and the side and the 
needy of heart and body. She had a list of retainers 
that she knew personally. None of your check- 
giving to organized societies to investigate and 
'ameliorate' . . . She didn't 'ameliorate' — she 
helped. She tau^t by word and gift and example. 
She had the wild notion that those who had much 
and could iollow out an ideal of right living had the 
responsibility of setting an example to which those 
less fortunate might approach -as nearly as they 
could, with thdr eyes focussed upon real values, 
not upon extravagant, worthless fripperies. Why, 
Mother was three generations behind her times! 
She lagged so far that she didn't fit in any place 
but — Heaven. Four women like her, with her pluck 
and indomitable purpose, could make over social 
New York," 

There was nothing to do but let him crystallize 
into words the meditations that were consuming 
him. Bland decided, with a half-sensed realization 
that the tragedy of his brother's death had brought 
to him long. long thoughts. 

"And how people loved her, to be sore! All sort* 
of people! You saw how it was at her funeral.. 
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They were her friends — ^tbose folk — all of tiiem, 
z^antfleaB ot station in life, ^e had been their con- 
fidante, tbeir adviser, as w^ as a mere fiiumcial-aid." 
"But you — ^hdp, sir; You're always giving, to 



"Bxactiyl" (Iritteriy;) "To 'sMnetliiiig.* Thafa 
about all Z know oonc^ning^ my benefidaries. I 
give checks when somebody or otibev r^resenting 
a society for something or otli«> asks me to give, 
r don't understand exactly what it is for — ^nor, prob- 
ably, do iJaey'. X give to get rid of them. Some- 
times Grahamknows. Fm glad, we're rid' of Gr^am 
tor a while. Driving him aw^ was t^e only thing 
the doctors have dcme for me. Graham receives 
the letters— or the v^bal ^|>lications atf the case 
may be. He decides. If he decides the diazity is 
worthy, I sign the chet^. The cmly thing that would 
make my diarity real would be to have writer's 
cramp. Bah! . . . No; S£otlier had to have 
her heart satisfied before she went into anything; 
Dad had' to have his head satisfied — but me? Ji my 
secretary is satisfied, I'll sign my own death war- 
rant." 

"Don't you think that I m^ht give you one oir 
those powders that the doctor left in case your nerves 
got hu|>aet again?" 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



96 ETichanted Hearts 

"Soothing syrup for my nerves at devcn o'clock 
in the morning?" he scoffed. "No, thanks. Bland. 
I want to talk, and by Heaven, you've got to lis- 
ten! One can't talk to his friends about hmisetf 
and his notions. They want to talk about them- 
selves and their notions. You will have to stand for 
it, Bland. Do you know how long it is since I have 
talked? Two years! Two years almost, to a day. 
You remember the time, don't you, Bland? It was 
to Master Robert that I talked then. Poor old Bob 
— I delivered him quite an address on the error of his 
ways! If he had not given in to my advice, he 
would be alive to-day; happy, doubtless — happia 
than my plans could ever make him. . . . That's 
what hurts. Bland; what makes this — ^tragedy well 
nigh unendurable. To think that — it was an end to 
which my gxiiding brought him!" 

Martin stopped suddenly and lay quiet, scarce 
breathing lest an odd filling of his throat cause the 
breath to soimd a sob in the ears of his old servant. 
Bland himself gazed helplessly about the room as if 
to gather inspiration for cheer. 

"Hit was a — honourable hend, sir!" he managed 
to comment, and the man-soul that grasped for 
solace foimd easement in the words. 

TVue— it was an honourable end. They had 
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brought little tales of his last momenta, of his quiet, 
efficient service in aiding women into the boats, 
after his tenderly nurtured girl wife, with hysteric 
f reu^ had flung herself into the icy waters in an effort 
to reach a boat that was pulling away from the sink- 
ing liner. The elder brother pictured him there — 
the bright-faced, merry youngster whose weakness 
had turned to strength at last — standing on the 
slowly settling monster, defeated by its «iany in 
the first flush of its battle. They said that, with arm 
flung about the shoulders of a new-found frigid from 
the crew, he stood there smiling and waving — and 
smoking the inevitable cigarette. 

It was this picture of his last moments in human 
body that cut Charles Martin clean to the heart even 
while the patrician staimchness of it comforted him. 
He had never been able to break Bob of smoking 
cigarettes — and, deserted by the aristocratic girl 
whom his brother had chosen for him. Bob had 
sought and found a conuade heart in a member 
of the crew. Perhaps no one can know what 
another needs; perhaps even the most loving and 
well-intentioned hand in the world cannot guide 
another's destiny! Perhaps that other girl would 
not have . . . but such flagrantly absurd hy- 
potheses arrived nowhere. One could never tell 
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what would have happened if — this or that had 

not! 

The other girl was a child of the stage wfeose vo- 
taries — to the notion of Charles Martin — were either 
emotionally unfitted for realities of life, or were 
shrewdly calculating to turn them all to selfish ac- 
count. His own estimate of the wife of his brother's 
m^saUiance had differed from liiat of the Martin 
attorney, to be sure; the lawyer putting her in 
the former class while he was firmly fixed upon 
including her in the latter. Developments had 
indicated that the attorney had been right — ^but 
one never could tell. The suicide might have 
been "faked" just to gain the sensation for which 
such people have insatiable lust. Probably the 
girl's sister would have raised an infernal row if he 
had not had the forethought to send a generous 
check. The fact that it had been returned to him, 
in pieces so small that one could hardly disthiguish 
its identity, was the only phase of the proceeding 
which had caused him to doubt for a moment that 
his theoiy and his consequent action were correct. 
Yet the sister was undoubtedly a termagant; he 
had a mental ocmcept of her being referred to as 
"that Lee woman" in her little home town, wherever 
it might be. Beyond a peradventure, she was stfll 
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boasting of her defiant act It was something to have 
flung the money of a Martin back into his face! 

"Yes; this is the first time I have really talked 
about anything that mattered aaace that day." He 
took up the thread after a weary, thoughtful pause, 
adding bitterly: "and my theme seems to be the 
same: the uselessness of us. Useless we seemed 
bound to b«^ I told old Bob — but there was no par- 
ticular necessity on that account of our being weak- 
minded, ber^t of sound judgment, and mere tools 
of the unscnipLulous. Thank you, Bland; I think 
that ends my oration tor the day. You may go 
now. I'll shut up for two more years." 

""But you talk to your friends, sir." There was, 
as has been intimated, a lack of imagination in 
Bland 

"Of course. One must use word» in order not to 
foi^t them. However, I do not talk. I 'chat* 
— o£p£^i which I detest — what" s theuae of whacking 
a ball about? — and business, which X loathe still 
more." 

"But one of the directors of the Consolidated, sir, 
that was here yesterday, sir, told me while 'e was 
waitin', sir, that you were most hefiBcient — ^heffidoit 
was the word, sir." 

"Undoubtedly the word was 'eflScient,' Bland"; 
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there was an infinite satire in the tone. "Nobody 

dares to use any other word just now. This world 

has gone efficiency mad. If any one were to ask 

me what I thought, I'd say: 'Damn effid^icy,' 

Bland." 

The man started in genuine consternation. "Oh, 
sir I" 

"Somewhere or other there may be something 
that is genuine efficiency, but one seldom meets it. 
Usually it indicates simply taking advantage of the 
fact that the other fellow is not lookmg, to steal 
him blind. It's the ultimate result of the world 
trend now, Bland — this effiei^icy notion — ^the in- 
sistence upon getting out of a thing twice as much as 
one puts into it. It gets results; but I wonder some- 
times if a turn in the road isn't ahead. It has not 
been the efficient people of the world whose work 
has lasted. It has been those who have been willing 
to squander their soids for a pittance, who have be^i 
willing to give — and give of their best — without 
questioning what their return was to be." His voice 
had grown softly meditative. He was speaking to 
his best friend, Charles Martin, and not to his servant, 
William Bland. 

"I'm sure you're right, sir." It was vague; and 
Martin, awaking suddenly, sent him a friendly grin. 
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"That is, it would be if you knew what it was all 
about, ^P" 

His eyes roamed idly and unseeingly from object 
to object until finally they rested upon a tiny canvas 
that hung upon his wall. He considered it with a 
new interest and then nodded at it as he apoke: 

"There's an example of efficiency, Bland. I had 
the devil ef a time wresting that thing away from 
the dealer. He had sold everything else of the^ 
artist's into tibe Searles collection. Made a pile 
of -money by it, too, I'll wagsr. He bought the 
things undoubtedly from one who had no notion of 
then- value — who did not know that Edmund Browne, 
after his death, of course had become the fa- 
vourite of the hour in fickle artistic circles. Those 
five tiny canvases of Browne's will make him live 
down the ages imdoubtedly along with the old fel- 
lows — and the dealer will have a corking tombstone 
and the epitaph: 'Here Ues an efficient man'! 

"I wish I'd been bom poor, and an artist. Bland — 
for if I had be«i bom poor, I should have been an 
artist. They told me so in Paris, and I believe they 
were right. As it is, I'm a dilettante and a patron 
of art. Just as I am of business, Bland — a dilet- 
tante and a patron. In fact, when you get right 
down to rock bottom, I'm a dilettante and a patron 
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of life; and I 'tell you light frankly I'm danmed 

tired of being a dilettante and a patron." 

Bland had never seen his young master in snch a 
state of rebellion, and was frantically imeaay — a 
phrase which accurately describes his stolid inner 
self in helpless anxiety. 

"Hi'm sure I don't Imow whatever 'as come over 
yon, sir," he jerked out. **Hi feel I should send tor 
the doctor, sir." 

"Doctors be danmed," remarked Martin serenely, 
"l^verything be damned. Bland," he added with am 
■even greater sweetness of tone. "Nobody and 
nothing is going to do me any good until I get some 
of these sea-thoughts out of my system. All I did 
coming over. Bland, was to sit on the deck and 
think. You know that. Somehow I wasn*t just 
fit for bridge or anything when Fd left old Bob and 
that helpless, nsdess little thing he married — over 
there. ... I couldn't help thinking— a few 
thoughts; and wondering what it was all — for." 

"Shall I get you some more magazines, sir?" 

"No more magazines, Bland. The 'd^nn every- 
thing' was a blanket injunction and included maga- 
zines. Ht^'re roti It is an insult to a man's 
intelligence to pile those things about him and 
«cpect him to tise what intellect be has on them! T 
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don't know wjiat editdrs of these things are f:hinlring 
<^ tlo pour a lot of these indecencies into the homes 
of OUT land — most of *enL running over with young- 
steis- eager to fill their minds with anything new — 
and snatching whatever food comes to hand with- 
out question — until it's too late. Yet the men 
beliind that stuff are the best fellows in the world. 
'Member Mr. Camither^ Bland — that dasanate 
(rf mine who was here yesterday?" 

"Himemember 'im, sir — as pleasant spoke has QiVe 
seeni." 

"And a fellow with more ideas in a minute than 
nu»t of us have in a year. Sized me up in jSne 
faaliiDn. Told me that all I needed was to get out 
and split wood." (He laughed at the recollection.) 
"Well" — ^rising on his elbow and pointing to the 
most distant of the periodicals — "he's the editor 
of that — the farthest one over, and the Eottenest." 

"Wot's the matter with 'im, sir?" interestedly. 
He knew Carruthets, you see,, and Camithers did 
not seem rotten. 

"He's the victim of efficiency, Bland," with""gentle 
satire. "& has got to make money for his pub- 
Kshers. That's his business. His publishers have 
the notion, moreover — Ixwd knows where they got 
it — tllat the good folk of the couBtry want rotten- 
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ness; that nothing but rottenness pays. Our best 
authors, whose former work has shown that thai 
birthright is good literature, have sold it for the 
usual mess of pottage which is giving everybody 
ptomaine poison of the brain. Lord! I'd like t« 
read fairy tales for a change!" 

"Fiury tyles, sir?" 

"Ay-ay! Fairy tyles, Bland. The fairy-est tyles 
that can be had! They're truer to fact — when it 
comes to that — than this truck. Mother used to 
read them to me when I was so high"; he lifted his 
hand in measurement with a dreamy, far-away gaze. 
"Good old mater! 'How she spoiled her laddie!^' 
they would say in these days — reading to us bc^ortj 
the fire until we were drowsy and eager for bed I 
. . . There was Red Riding Hood . . . Bland, 
ever hear of her?" 

"Not to my knowledge, sir." 

"Well, she almost came to grief calling upon a 
wolf in his bedroom. Risque situation, wasn't it? 
But he was the Ude-and-hair sort of wolf so that 
she got off all right. She was quite as innocentiy 
misled as are the heroines of our modem fictions: 
she fancied the old beast was her grandmother! 
Sxcept for a queer ^>ression about his eyes, she 
couldn't tell the difference until he grabbed her!" 
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Martin chuckled audibly and Bland was so relieved 
at the sound that he affected an absorbing interest 
in the foolery. "Reminds one awfully of the iono- 
cenpe of the maid in the latest serial of . . . 
but you don't read fiction, do you. Bland?*' 

"Hi 'ave little time, sir." 

"True; but you ought to brush up on Red Riding 
Hood. I'm no good at re-telling a story. The tale 
ended very happily. In modem fictions she wouldn't 
have been quite so lucky. She would have been 
innocently daring and adventurous and alluringly 
high spirited and all of that right up to the bedroom 
scene. After that, the magazine would be soggy 
with the tears of the instalments that tried to prove 
her a bitterly wronged woman. Slush!" 

"Slush, hindeed, sir! Hi 'ad no hidea that fairy 
tyles were that kind, sir. Wot books 'ave them 
hin, sir?" 

The roar of laughter that came from Martin at this 
remark more than compensated Bland for a slightly 
ruffled dignity. 

"Maybe those eflSciency publishers are right about 
judging the public taste after all,*' he commented, 
quite enigmatically, adding: "You'd be keen for 
'Bluebeard,* Bland. Ever hear of the old fel- 
low?" 
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"It seems to me that Hi 'ave, sir; 'e was king 
'Enneiy, was 'e not, sir?" 

"Well, my imppeasionisthatoneofthetwomoddled 
himself on the other ; but I'm not quite sure which one 
came first." 

There was a twinkle in Martin's eye as if he was 
having a buUy good time all by himself. Bland fore- 
saw a hearty appetite for luncheon. This was better 
than philosophic mourning. 

"Bluebeard was an old rou4 and rake, of course — 
the 'prominent clubman' of his day. Yet the au- 
thor of the story does not regale us with a full set of 
plans, with specifications, of his amours. They had 
artistic restraint in those days of real literature. 
Besides, the old fellow had the decency to have his 
lady loves — ^tandem; and be had a notion of disci- 
pline, with all his laxity, that the second leading 
man in the present-day novel hath not But, be 
that as it may, I remember that ' Cinderella' was the 
real story. I had to have that every night, no 
matter what others were told. And the mater 
always had to tell it the same way else Fd catch her 
up." 

"EG know 'Cinderella, 'sir." It was with some 
pride that Bland made the point. 

"Everybody knows 'Cinderella,' Bland. She haa 
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been one of the six best sellers of every age becatfee 
dhe's heroine of the«irt of story that everybody hopes 
is true. An ash maiden manaed to a prince — happil)^ 
and ior ever afterward! An ash maiden, Blandj 
isn't that quaint? Not a sculptor's model who 
posed for him in the altogether, or a lady from tfad 
chorus, or a — er — Salamander, I believe they call 
the type — but an ash maiden who dreamed! Reid' 
fiction in those days. Bland ! " 

"Hi seem to foi^et, sir" — Bland had not taken 
the interest in fairy tales in his early youth that his 
.roong master had — "'ow it was that she 'appened 
tomeethany onesofarhaboveherstytion?" (Taffy" 
tales were a fortunate topic — they brou^rt amiiles — 
they must be held to OMiseieiitioualy.) ■ 

"Ah — inow you have put your finger on a vilwl* 
point! It took a ifairy godmother to arrange it. 
None of yom- female dragons, or ambitious chaper- 
ons, or eligibility hunting mamas" — his engagement 
to various of sodety's buds had been so often 
rumoiured that there was a satirical bitterness in the 
tone — "but a fairy godmother! That's why our 
lives go all wrong. Bland"; and tmder the whimsy 
was a yearning that only a very Jondy and rather 
temperamental young man of thirty can feel to its' 
utter depths. "The mater used to call them goar- 
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dian angdis, but whatever one calls them, one knows 
tfa«jr are not of this day and age. The fairiea that 
mater used to tell us about went out of feshion about 
the time that — well — ^her sort of rdi^on became 
passi. . . . They were all of a piece. Bland, 
not of the earth, earthy. They were too sweet, too 
good to last. They weren't" — ^he made a little, 
contemptuous grimace — "eflSderit." 

The telephone rai^ rather po^mptorily for a 
telephone in the suite of a young millionaire — at 
least this notion was quite apparent in the stiffish- 
ness of Bland's back as he went to answer it. Martin 
had started nervously at the sound of the bell, which 
had, before that morning, been muffled carefully. 
It was possible that the hotel personnel did not 
comprehend to the full the favour being done them 
by Martin m taJdng his suite there. Bland would 
investigate before the day ended, one might be reason- 
ably certain. 

"If that's a man or a dog to see me, Bland, I'll 
be delighted to see him," Martin remarked a bit 
wistfully. For the first time in many wedis he had 
leisure to realize his loneliness. In the first stages (A 
grief he had longed for solitude, but now . . . 
*'If it's a woman, however, old or young, I'm out, 
dead, or abroad still — ^I don't care which you choose 
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to say. Ho-hum!" It was a weary sigh and be 
fiddled impatioitly with the fiinge of his rug. 

Bland's voice, without, was audible only ui 
rumble, and his face, when he appeared, was a study 
in perplexity. 

"Tour hinstructions doesn't just fit the case, sir," 
be hesitated. "It's a little girl, the clerk says, 
hand she's quite hobstinate about giving her nyme, 
«r. Says it don't matter, but the business is most 
himportant." 

Martin considered. 

"Cl«k says she's dressed rawtha: shabby7 sir. 
It might hindicate *er herrand." 

"0-oh! Tdl derk to say I can't see her, Bland. 
I can't stand a tale of woe. Tell him to ask her hov 
much sh« wantH." 

"Very good, sir." 

"Wait, Bland!" The pause was instantane- 
ous. "No use having her tell all of her story to an 
unfeeling clerk. Besides, he has troubles of his 
own. Tell him to send her up and you'll investi- 
l^te her plea." 

"Yes, sir." It was not an assignment that Bland 
longed for. 

"Find out if any of the charities has n^lect«d 
her case." 
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„ .With a bow, Kand withdrew majestical^, leaving 
lu9 young mast^, suddetdy returned to his bo;^^ 
mood, to continue to bimeelf with grim humour: 
",I don't care to hare all the money I give go inta 
salaries of investigating committees! I want aome 
of -it to go-' into bread and huttei and fuel and clothes. 
B^ Jove ! " he ginned to Imnself, balancing the hed! 
of one slippered foot upou tiie toe oi the othar wit^ 
a detacjied absorption in the (ieat fnmi sheer ennui^ 
"they've got to be — efficient!" 

As Bland returned after sevenal minutes' absence 
iJuare was observaUe, even to then^ligent glance, a 
distinct change of demeaaiouii. He met his young- 
toaster's look of inquiry with an embarrassed cough. 

"Well?" Martin was Inclined to be a bit impatient. 

"She is not a charity person, sir, and she hinsists- 
on seeing you personally." Bland grinned fugi- 
tively, but recovered at once. 

. "What name did she give? Who is she? What 
6oea she want? " 

"She wouldn't give no nyme, sir — ^that is — not 
hexackly, sir, nor style 'er business, but"' (mysteri- 
ously) "she's quite hintent, sir" (he counted again) 
"hon seeing you. Hi think she's qmte 'armless^ 
sir." 

Martin drew his strcighl brows together in a half- 
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puz^ed, half-resentful frown. Bland had aiw&fk 
been impeccalble as a dragon, yet now he seemed 
quite as "hintent" as this young person without. ' ' 

"Hi think she would — ^hwause you, sir," he veo^ 
tured to bridge the gap of silence. 

Martin turned wearily from his kindly mentor. 
"All right, Bland," he said simply, "firing her in. 
Is she an acrobat, or a street singer?" 

Bland paused at the threshold and pressed his 
tips firmly into line wrtih well-manicured, knotted 
fingers before he trusted himself to speak. 

"N'ither, sir," he rephed. "She says as 'ow she's 
yonr faiiy gawdmother, sir!" 

"For the love of heaveni What is this that you 
have cocked up for my amusement now, good oM 
Bland? A charade?" 

" Hon my Honour, sir. Hi never saw 'ide nor 'air 
of 'er before!" There was no mistaking his truthful- 
ness. Martin had once laughingly said that Bland 
deserved no credit for his entire veracity on all oc- 
casions, for he had not the imagination to lie. 

"But — what . . . ?" 

"Hi know no more habout it than you do your- 
self, sir." Bland was earnest despite the twinkle in 
his eyes — a reminiscent gleam of a delightful experi- 
ence. "She says to me that she was after the 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



112 Enchanted Hearts 

Prince, sir, that in the new^ypers tiiej called 
* Martin/ hand they said lived 'ereln the— it sound«d 
Bke Falacci sir — but it might 'ave bee« honljr the 
queer way she 'ave of prououncin'." 

"And she said that she was. . . ?" 

"Your faiiy gawdmother, sir." 

Martin darted a quizzical look at the man. 

"Is she" — tapping his forehead significantly — "all 
right, Bland?" 

"Oh, quite, sir. More than that, sir. I should 
tyke ha: to be a most bright little miss, sir. She's 
well mannered, too." 

"Bring her in. Bland," Martin chuckled eagerly. 
**Tfais promises to be not such an uneventful morn- 
ing after all! Into my dull, drab, worthless life — 
enter my fairy godmother!" 
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BLAND'S majestic air was not in the least 
marred by the twinkle in his eyes, nor the 
pomposity of bis voice blurred by the some- 
thing or other that had been causing a slight cough. 
Hb announcemoit was as impressive as any that he 
ever made in his life. 

*'The ftury gawdmother!" 

Certainly Comfort noticed nothing strange about 
him, although she had thought his buttons were 
most unlike any that those of Mrs. Prouty's gentle- 
man boardars had ever worn. She was quite too 
abscH-bed in an observant interest in her surroundings 
to take especial note of any one particular thing. 
The rugs were very soft and deep — quite like those 
one might expect to discover at the Palace if one 
knew anything at all about rugs. It had stopped 
raining and, as she noted the soft glow that filtered 
"in throOgh the windows, Comfort impressed upon 
ho^self the fact that the person with the queer 
buttons must be asked for her umbrella when 
the interview was over. It was Mrs. Prouty's 
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umbrella, and its loss would be remembered against 

her. 

Upon the announcement, Martin drew himself 
up into ,a more conventional sitting posture on the 
couch. Comfort came forward quickly. 

"Ohs please don't disturb yourself, Mr. Prince!" 
■he exclaimed with anxiety in her tone. "You 
looked SO' comfortable aSi aquiggled' down; I*m sorry 
that you are not well." 

"Thanks," replied Martin very gravely, his quick, 
appraising glance taking in every det^ of tbe child's 
appearance, "I feel a vast amount better than I 
itid^ Bfteen minutes ago. Won't you sit here, near 
me?" He indiijated a very hi^-backed straight 
chair upon which she could comfortably react a 
rtmg with her worn little shoes<. 

Comfort seated herself with the ea^ grace of 
unconscious childhood, and clasped her hands in her 
lap. She did not know exactly how to begin. Mar- 
tia-saw her hesitation, and rightly divining it» cause 
graciously made opening for tte mtfflview. Genume 
^^ess in a child pleased him. 
■ "My man tells me that you are a fairy god- 
mother? " 

Comfort looked at him with swift interrogation. 
-There had been boarders at Mrs. Ftcfoty's of the 
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sort who fancied that this was a bit of a joke. This 
yoimg man did not seem of their kind, however, and 
his voice was quite as interested and grave as the 
Gnome's was wont to be when querying her upon 
faiiy matters. 

"Yes," she replied frankly, with a direct glanoe 
that put to rout his last suspicion of her insincer- 
ity, "that is what I truly am; but of course my 
business is peeling potatoes and things and wawsbing 
dishes. I wait on tables, too, mostly — when I am not 
making beds." 

"I — see," Martin accepted with a swift dart of 
his eyes toward Bland who had silently obeyed his 
master's gesture and remained. "Fairy godmother- 
ing is then a sort of avocation with you, I am to 
understand? Have you a name that is used when 
you wait on the table and peel potatoes?" 

"Oh, yes," Comfort's assent was ready enough, 
"my sponsors-in-baptism name is * Comfort Browne' 
— but everybody except Stepmother calls me 'Fairy- 
godmother.' Mr. Gnome started it." 

"Mr. Gnome?" eonsidmng. "He sounds interest- 
ing. Where does he — er — burrow, if one may ask? " 

"Oh, at the boarding-house on Sixty Street 

where we all live. There's the stepsister and the 
giant, besides, and— but I must not tell you yet!" 
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"It must be a most interesting household. Fairy- 
godmother; I had no notion that I was so near Fairy- 
land! Why, it's Feally only a stone's throw away, 
isn't it?" 

"If you are a good thrower." Comfort looked 
at her muddy httle shoes and sighed. Yet she had 
money to ride back — ^that helped. Martin flashed 
a look at her before his smile lighted up his eyes. 
She was very serious. It was not the quick, pointed 
reply of the weasel-eyed street gamine. 

"Do you know," he went on, "it's odd that my 
man and I were speaking of you only a minute or so 
before you came in. That is, we were speaking of 
Cinderella's fairy godmother and I suppose you 
are she — or related to her? As I remember" — with 
great gravity the interrogation was put — "the god- 
mothers were sisters, were they not?" 

"Oh, no," Comfort replied simply. "She was a 
real fairy godmother, made of fairy stuff that could 
change into things. I'm just a nordinary skin- 
and-bones one — a play one. I can't do aBything,'* 
she sighed. "But I do the best I can." Suddenly 
she clasped her hands about her knees and hunched 
herself u!p more comfortably in the high-backed 
chair. "Didn't you just love Cinderella?" 

"My dear Fairy-godmother, I was just crazy 
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about Cindarella! As I was saying to Bland just 
before you came in. . , . What was I saying, 
Bland? WeU, it doesn't matter — but it was some- 
thing about my enthusiasm over Cinderella, and the 
quaintness of an ash maiden's marrying a prince." ; 

Comfort fixed her quiet, penetrating gaze upon 
him with such steadiness that Martin mentally went 
over his last sentence to see if there could have 
been anything to give offence. Even his flippancy 
had a certain sincerity in it, so he absolved himself 
freely. 

"Well?" he said. "Well, Fairy-godmother?" 

"Are you a real prince?" — the query was put 
slowly and with a penetrating though dreamy gaze — 
"or just a play on« — like I am Fairy-godmother?" 

"Well, really, my dear little girl, I don't know that 
I had ever considered the matter with the serious 
attention that it seems to deserve. To my knowl- 
edge there is no blot on my royal 'scutcheon — 
nothing that Miigbt disgrace one of the blood. How- 
ever, whether my title is clear or not — is rather a 
matter for you to decide. Am I cast in the r6le of 
prince?" 

"I don't know what that means," her level eye- 
brows drew together thoughtfully. "Roll is a bis- 
cuit, isn't it?" 
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^ ' It is. Fairy-godmother," he replied with a grm, 

"and it.iB a very foolish person who tries to make it 

mean anything else. What I really widi to know 

is: bow did you get the notion that I was a 

prince?" 

"Oh, Stepmother said that you were! Cook we 
used to have was a sister of Lizzie who scrubbed, for 
you. You mnember Lizzie — don't you? " 

"I'm sure that my mother would have remem- 
bered — ^Lizzie," he said softly, "unless she came too 
late — for Mother. You see — ^I lost out a bit OO: the 
namea of the — er — ^Lizzies and others." 

"But Lizzie had yellow hair — and a. baby!: llie 
cutest baby!" Comfort was oithusiastic indeed^ 
"You would have remembered' Lizzie if you'd se<ai 
the baby!" 

"I'm sure I shoiUd," politely. "But — about this 
prince matter: I am to understand that Lizzie with 
the yellow hair and the baby told cook who used to 
work for Stepmother, whom she in turn told, that 
I was a prince. Is that it?" 

Comfort nodded delightedly. "Edzacldy!" It 
was Cricket's word. "And Mr. Gnome said that 
you certainly had enough to keep a kingdom going 
quite respectably, and then I asked the True Prin- 
cess. . . ." She clapped her hfuid over her 
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moudi. "Oh, I hadn't meant to teU you about her — 
yet! I was keefung her for a s'prise!" 

"But indeed," be protested, gravely courteous, 
"nothing conM surprise me more, even wHh this 
undramatic announcement. I had no notion that, 
you knew the True Princess! What — ^if one may 
ask it — was her verdict?" 

Comfort hesitated. Memory of the answer to 
that questi(Hi of hers was all too sharp in her mind. 

"She said that you certainly acted tike one erf the 
blood. That you would prob'ly have cut off heada 
for fun if you had lived in your middle age." Mar- 
tin smiled at the thought hid in hct innocently 
quaint phrasing. "I don't think she cares for 
princes much," she added with a little sigh. 

"Quite evidently not," Martin granted. "How- 
ever, I can't blame her in the least for ihey are 
usually weaklings or tyrants or both. I much 
prefer Jack the Giant Killer. Since she is one of 
'the blood' herself, it seems some«iiat strange that 
she should be so bitter, however. She should know 
the trials of keeping up royal appearances, and be 
more sympathetic." His tone was so dolorous that 
Fairy-godmother quite lost the twinkle in his eyes. 

"Well," she admitted slowly — or, rather, oBeitd 
as a working ezplanatiim for her True Princess's 
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Tagaries — "I have a hunch that one of 'em done her 

£rt once." 

Martin quite suddenly threw back his aristocratic 
young head and roared with plebeian laughtra — such 
utter boyishness of abandon to mirth that Blandj 
who had disappeared fcM* the ncmce into the bed- 
chamber, bobbed back to the threshold with a grin. 

"Where in the wra-ld, child," he demanded, "did 
you ever hear such an expressitm as that?" 

Comfort gazed at him in innocent surprise, a vague 
but sympathetic smile upon her lips. 

"Why, that's what Stepsister says when they 
dock her wages at the store!" 

Martin became instantly calm. "A-h-h! So 
Stepsister is in a store, is she?" 

"Yes," with an air of imparting important in- 
formation. "BUthedale's in the ribbons. There's 
another lady at the house that's in the store, too, 
but she's only in the basement hardware. It's 
sweller being in the ribbons. The Giant is the swell- 
est, though. He's some dresser, too! He's the 
floor-walker, 'long the ribbon aisle." 

"I — see! The Giant is the swellest but Step- 
sister is reasonably swell. Is that it?" 

Comfort considered a bit. "Well," she yielded 
carefully, "she is — and she isn't." Unconsdoiisly 
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die adopted the tone ol Blithedale's: **She wears 
swell clothes — good-looking little models and very 
chick — but" — confidentially — "she isn't in it with the 
True Princess." 

Martin dropped easily into the same tone and 
drevf nearer. 

"Then I am to understand that the TVue Princess 
Is — not so 'chick, ' perchance, but a real nabob-ess? 
How did you learn that she was — one of us?" 

"Well, I found it out for sure only yesterday. 
Of course, you can — ^X mean 'one can,' the True 
Princess taught me to say 'one* — always fed true 
princes and princesses, but I didn't want to make a 
mistake. So I tried it with the roseleaf . . . 
that's sure." 

"The rosdeai, then, is the acid test?" 

"Oh, no," puzzled. '*It's juat a way to find 'out 
. . . like the rosdeaf in the story of the True 
Princess. Of course you know it?" poKtely. 

"My education in fairy tales has, I find, been 
sadly n^lected after all, Bland. Make a note, 
please, to get me the 'True Princess* story. Can 
you give me an outline of it so that I will not feel 
so utterly at a disadvantage in thb discussion?" 
he queried her. "Where did you learn it?" 

"My Mama used to tell it to me over and over,'* 
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i^e said very quietly, twisting her hands tc^ether in 
h^ lap. "It was my pettest one lA all she used to 
tdl me!" 

"It's queer. Fairy-godmother, but my mama used 
to tell me fairy stories, too. - Does your mama still 
tell them to you?" 

"Oh, iio», Mf. Prince," Comf<»t told him geatly. 
**my Wamp. is dead. She died when I was only 
four." %e swdlowed hard aXiA patted her foot 
on the rung of the chair to keep hensdf in control, 
but the littie ted lips quivered despite her efftMts. 
Martin reached' out his firm, sen^tive hand and- laid 
it over her twjsting fingers. 

" I know, dear little Godmother," he said tenderly, 
*'my mama who used to tell me faiiy sttoies is dead, 
too. She w«it awi^ from me a long, kuig time 
ago> but I have not foigt^ten her fairy stonies. 
We never forget those, do we? Come — tell me 
the story i^ the Tme Princess and the rosektaf," 
he added brightly, as she felt her pockets for a 
haodkerchid that did not ai^>ear. 

Itiito the squared patch effects upon her shabby 
little coat, uid down into the depths of the irregu- 
laiiy gathwed ddrt she delved, but her hand was 
quite empty whrai it was withdrawn. As if he were 
in the hal»t d doing sttch things every day of his 
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lif^ Cliarles Martin brou^t forth his own hand- 
kerchief and slipped it unceremoniously into her 
band. 

"Oh, thank you ever so much," said Comfort 
grat^ully as she wiped her eyes and daintily patted 
her nose. "I must have foi^t mine, I came away 
in such a hurry! I really have two; the prettiest 
one the True Princess gave me at Christmas, and 
the other one has a purple border. It was Step- 
sister's and she didn't like it. I don't, either — 
much . . . but one needs a change of hand- 
kerchiefs." 

"One does indeed," he agreed heartily. "Make 
a note of that, too, Bland — and then you may go. 
'One needs a change of handkerchi^s,*" he dictated 
to the man, " 'and one does not like purple.* Now 
for the story." 

Simply, and with scarce a variation from her 
wording of it as she had related it to Miss Woods 
and Cricket, she told it to Charles Martin, lying 
among his comfortable cusluons, luxurious as those 
of an oriental potentate. 

"And you see," she completed with satisfaction, 
"she was the only one who just couldn't sleep — ^though 
of course she hadn't any idea why — and then I knew." 

"Of course you did," he commented briefly. His 
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•eyes were vay soft as they rested upon Uie flushed 
little face. "It was ciever of you, Fairy-sodmother, 
to put it to the test. It seems to be quite conclu- 
sive. Is the True l^incess in the ribbons, too? " 

"Oh, dear no! She could of been, though," she 
hastened to add, jealous of every shred of ha prin- 
cess's honour, "but she wouldn't take the place 
because the old man wanted her to go out to dinner 
-with him. She might of had ice cream, too," medi- 
tatively. 

"What does she do — anything?" 

"Yes — she writes stories." 

"That does afford dimms occasionally, I believe, 
if one sells promptly and well." 

"Oh, True Princess doesn't seU her stories — she 
just writes them! She sends them to friends of hets 
who send them back just as soon as they can." 

"Ah, indeed?" 

"Yes — with nice shiny cards in them that thank 
her ever so poUtely. TTiey like them very much — 
the stories I mean — but yon see, they have so many 
on hand." 

"I — ^understand. So her manuscripts come back, 
<io they?" 

"Yes — that's what she calls them, too, *ixajry' 
«cripps.' Have you a great many on hand? " 
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^? (Ml, not I haven't any." 

Comfort drew a relieved sigh. "That's what I 
hoped," she remarked softly as if to herself, but 
Martin heard her. 

"Wby did you h<^>e that, Fairy'^;odmotheT?" he 
inquired with a smile. 

*'So that you wouldn't be like the others. Of 
cuuTse if ^ou hayen't many fm hand you will want 
tiiem." 

"Wc^, really, I hadn't fancied. . . ." 

Comfort cl^ped her hands, "I know; I hadn't, 
myself, till of a sudd^i it came. Wasn't it lucli^P"' 

"Very," in an inscrutable time as he looked into 
bar candid eyes and watched the delighted smile 
dimple her cheeks. Tlien he spoke very slowly in- 
deed, gazing at her with such intentnesa that not a 
trouor could have escaped his notice: 

"Did your True Princess tdl you to come to me?" 

"Oh, dear no!" Ha> tone was genuinely aghast 
tmd she added with faint aj^r^aision: "I hope 
you aren't going to tell her because it woidd spofl 
everything. Nobody knows but me — and you." 

"I believe you," sjud Martin, the astute, very 
quietly. "Now — tell me all about it." 

"Well, you see, some fat packages came this 
morning instead of skinny ones and Princess hasn't 
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any money to pay Stepmother. The skinny on«s 
would of had it," with a little sigh, "and I wouldn't 
of needed to have come. It was a long walk," she 
admitted frankly. "Do you mind if I squiggle my 
foot in my shoe? There's a blister, and it hurts." 

"Sqiiiggle all you want to," Martin said heartily, 
and, BiS a slender little hand aided in the squiggling, 
be cati^t sight of a very lai^ hole which was en- 
tirely covered inside with pinky diildish flesh. No 
wonder, he thought, there were blisters! 

"I think I'd wear my Sunday-school shoes if I 
were you when I had much walking," he suggested 
carefully. 

"Oh, I haven't any Sundaj-school shoesi" she 
hastened to assure him of the (act he wished to 
know. "You see, I don't need them. I don't go 
to Sunday-school — ^that's when I do my heaviest 
peeling. These are very comfortable shoes — ^when I 
squif^le my toes a little." 

"We'll see that you don't walk back. Bland, 
order the . . . No, that won't do, either," he 
interrupted himsdf quickly. "Cause too much ex- 
plaining and this visit is a secret, I believe?" 

"Oh, very," hastily. "Nobody a-tall must 
know." 

"Then well have Bland put you on the '* 
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"Thank you. I know edzackly how to do it. 
I'd planned to ride back because I'll have to get 
there in a hurry and I have plenty to pay with. 
You see this morning when Princess cried at the 
lat envelopes I wanted to give her |niy thirty-seven 
cents that Mr. Gnome gave me — all but one car fare 
and a bag of salt." 

"Salt?" puzzled. 

*'Yes — the salt I don't earn," she eicplained. 
*'StepmothCT's salt." 

He imderst«od at ouce and a shadow came into 
hisses. 

~" "You poor little mite!" he said und» his breath. 
"Wouldn't your Princess take it?" Her tmcal- 
culating frankness in matters quite ungermane was 
living him a grasp of the situation firmer than he 
realized — until long afto*. 

"No — it just made her cry worse than ever — • 
and she went out in a nawful hurry so Stepmoth^ 
woiUdn't see her crying or scold her about not 
paying." 

"She owes Stepmother, does she?" 

"Oh, yes — ^for the skylight room, and Stepmother 
■ays she'U have to give it up to some one that 
pays r^lar. Nobody will take it, though; it's 
the squintiest room in the house Jand lets in raia. 
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Trincess says she Hkes it. because she can see start 

sA night. ^ 'They help/ she t(^ toe, 'most wonner* 

fully!'" 

The unconscious inutation of the wistftdttess in 
the word went through to his heart That such 
trave need there should be while he had ereiything! 
It had never come to the realisation of Charles Mar- 
iin that the realest needs of poverty aic not to be dis- 
covered by oi^anized chanties. Of course there 
were slums — and people who lived in hovds and teae- 
m^its that were impossible — evil-smelling nei^bour- 
ioods and all that; but this — why this was, as he 
Jiad said, within a stone's throw of his own sort of 
life! — "If one were a good thrower"; he remembered 
the phrase and smiled sorrowfully. 

Hien he forced his mind from contemplation of the 
-ocean of the abstract into the very narrow channel 
of the concrete present problem. 

"So she cried when the thick packages came 
iMuik, did she? Perhaps she was not intended for s 
writer. Fairy-godmother. Has she tried to secure 
-jsome other sort of work?" 

"Oh, yes, lots and lots of things! She goes most 
«veiy morning to look up ad-ver-si-ments, but 
fhe can't find anytbing~~*cept now and then some- 
4hing to do on her typewriter." She ai^ed and 
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added with a quaint coimtof^t of some one's tcner 
" Work is very scarce this season." 

Martin struggled to suitress a smile. "So I 
am told," he agreed gravely, and thCTewasathotight- 
fill pause. He felt uncomfortably sure that he 
was not living i^> to his r61e. 

"I will,keep it in mind and pa'h^>a — let me see:: 
your Princess is Miss . . . P" 

"Woods," suppKed Comfort eagerly. H«r attitude 
of expectancy reproached him. 

"Is there anything — what would you have me- 
do? " he asked finally. " Since I am a prince, and she 
is a princess, my duty is clear, but just how am I 
to fulfil my obhgation to royalty?" With the- 
words, his mother's almost-forgotten and oft-re- 
peated phrase: "Noblesse oblige" flashed into his 
mind, and the mocking tone suddenly grew ten- 
der. 

"I can't jiist give her money, you know. That 
is not royal etiquette, and it might bring her into 
worse difficulties.'* 

Comfort gazed at him in genuine surprise. It- 
was quite evid^it to this man into whose ken had 
come varying types of b^ging craft that the child! 
was in no sense one of their ilk. 

"Why, I thought you could buy her stories, oB 
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course! Thq' are perfectly good, and everybody 
else seems to have too many on hand to take them. 
You said that you hadn't any." It was certainly 
an excellent selling point. 

"It sounds simple, doesn't it?" he mused. "But, 
you see, Faiiy-godmother, I'm not in the story- 
Buying business. It might look suspicious to your 
True Princess. No; frankly that will not quite do. 
"We must think of some other plan." 

A shadow of disappointment fell upon the clear, 
wide eyes. Yet she was plainly hopeful of the 
result of his cogitation. She wisely left him to his 
musing, and_ her into'ested gaze travelled slowfy 
about the room. Suddenly she gave a little cry. ^ 

"Where did you get my daddy's pictiuw?" 

Martin jumped. "Your daddy's — where?" Com- 
fort's pink little finger, still a bit loose skinned with 
dish-water immersion, pointed unerringly to the 
cherished Browne canvas. 

"That's my daddy's," she said delightedly. "I 
know because we had it ever so long till my Mama 
had to sell it to the man to pay Mrs. Prouty. He 
said be wouldn't buy any more dinner cards if she 
didn't." Strange the assorted facts that cling to a 
childish memory, yet each has to do with a revelation 
to the child mind. It was the first time that Com- 
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fort remembered ber soft-eyed little motber to bare 
given way to uncoDtroIlable tears. 

"Come here," Martin spoke so gently that there 
was almost reverence in his tone. Be gestured a 
place beside him, and took the slim little band in 
bis as she sat on the edge of the conch looking at 
bim gravely. "You said that your name was ? " 

"My spons(xrs-in-baptism name isComlortBrowne, 
but I like Fairy-godmother betto-." 

"What do you remember about your daddy?" 

"Not much," frankly. ***Cept what my Mama 
told me. You see I was only two when he died. I 
think I 'member the horsie foot be used to ride me — 
but maybe it's just that my Mama told me. My 
Mama cried when she had to give that picture to the 
man. That was just before she dkd and I was foiu: 
then — most five. There were other ones, too, but 
my Mama liked that best. She and my daddy sat 
hy that river she told me." 

"And she got enough out of it to pay her board 
for a while?" 

"Oh, yes! And Mrs. Trouty gave him the rest 
of the pictures she said, to pay fun'ral expenses. 
She tells it to me wbenevor I don't earn my salt" 

"The artistic world certainly owes your daddy's 
baby girl a better life than that of a boarding-house 
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aUv^," he muttered under his bre«tli. "We'll see 

that it pays part of its debt." 

**He was a veiy kind man," Comfort was saying 
seriously. 

"Very," he acquiesced grimly, for he knew that 
her mind had reverted to thepurchaser of thepictures. 
not th^ creator. "Such a very kind man that, 
being oae of bis best patrons, we are going to make 
it a point to tell him all about his kindness." 

**lhat will be nice," breathed Comfort. 

*'I shall thoroughly ^oy it," he reioined insoub- 
ably. 

"But of course" — ^Fairy-godmother resumed her 
(JMsexi task very delicately — "he doesn't buy stories." 

Martin came out of his diabolical planning of the 
p«i>ration to the address at "B. Stem's, Dealer in 
Art; Old and Modem Masters." 

"Eh? . . . Oh — of course not! Let me see; 
Vfe were planning , . ." his eye fell upon the 
acattered magazines — without seeing them, stupid m 
receiving the notion they suggested. At last, how- 
ever, it p^tdxated in a flashing of his consciousness. 
*'I have it!" he exclaimed, clapping his hand down 
vpoa the b^ for Bland with such suddenness that 
Comfort quite jumped. "Camithers!" Thesoda- 
Ide air plainly called for response. 
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•*The very thing!" Pairy-godmothM was en- 
tluisiastic if vague. 

"Giet Mr. Camithers on the *phone« Bland, and 
|dug in the extension. Ill talk to turn n^seU." 

"Veiy good, sir." 

"You see this Mr. Camithers is an edih^who buys 
Bbxies," Martin explained to the eager-£aced diild. 
"Undoubtedly your princess friend has alzesdy aoA 
hun one or two. Every new writer does. IE ahe 
jhas, it is perfectly simple." 

**0h, my, yes!" Fairy-godmother agreed de* 



"Mr. Camithers is there, sir." Bland handed 
him the telephone. It was not just the bulky aoil 
that they had at the boarding-house and Comfort 
toi^ great into^st in its manipulation, ^le rsthi9 
{eared from its inadequacy that it was not going to 
wcA, She drew a relieved sigh and settled bac^ 
wlieai her prince seemed to be getting results from it. 
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GABBUTUKBS?" he was saying into it 
OHiifOTtably. "Yes; Charley Martin. 
Jac^ I wuit you to do something for me. 
I'll tell yon the whole story when I see you — it's ridi 
enough for a lead novelette — but this is the point now: 
Has a young woman by the name of Woods ever sent 
yoii a stoiy ? Eh? " 

He turned to Comfort inquiringly. '*Mx. Car- 
nithers wishes to know if your princess's given name 
is Katherine.** 

"Oh, yes; that's faer sponsers-in-baptism name." 
Comfort was much excited. It was wonderful that 
anybody at the other ead of a funny Uttle thing like 
that should know her True Princess's name right 
away! 

"That is, I learn," repeated Martin carefully, 
"her sponsors-in-baptism name. Pardon? Oh, 
well" (chuckling) "her given name then, you old 
heathen, 'Katherine Woods' — ^Rincess Katherine, 
if you wish her official title, about which more 
Anon. . , , Why 'O Lord'? Oh — she has. 
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liaashe? Weren't any erf them publiahaUe? . . .• 
Why didn't you, if you like her style? . . . OH, 
wdl, you're going to ke^ the next one — or» better 
yet — ^you're going to send to her to submit the last 
one again. . . . Oh, yes, you are, Jadde; and 
you're going to send her a check for — ^how mudi do 
you usually pay beginners that are all s^le and no 
stock? A hundred? Is that aB? This girl has an 
appetite, you know. Better take a couple ai *em, 
then, and I'll send you a check for the amount. 
What she needs is the money — ri^t now. Have 
her send you one at once. . . . Oh, I don't 
know whetiier she's pretty or not. . . . Wait 
a minute and 111 try to find out for you." He 
turned to Comfort with his gravest air: 

"Mr. Carruthers wishes to know if your TVue 
Princess is pretty." 

"Oh, my, yes!" Faiiy-godmother informed him 
eagerly. "She is puffickly bewtifuJ." 

"Oh, my, yes," repeated Martin into the 'phone, 
very gravely, "puffickly bewtiful, I am told — but it's 
only fair to you as the editor of the most distinctive 
magazine to tell you that earlier in my conversation 
I learned that she wasn't exactly 'ckiek.' Chick* 
ness — chick-ness, I say, can be acquired, however, 
when unfeeling editors cease to send back bul^ 
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psdkages and send skinny ones instead. Skirai0 
ones — Jack — love, man, brush up your vocabulaiyl 
. . . Well, I am in earnest so far as your sending 
that dieck is ocmcenied. Tbere is no joke aboat 
that. Write for that last story of hers before you go 
to hinich~~-aiid if you can give her any notions on hov 
to inqnove it — do it. . . . Good Henvens, no, 
man — nothing hke that! I never laid eyes on the 
giri. Can*t tell you now — environment too crowded, 
launch with me here to-morrow, old man, will yon? 
Any time you say. Bight. Car will be waiting 
ior you at t^i minutes after. Till to-morrow, then, 
iaxiae.*' 

As Bland relieved him of the prosaic medium of 
the fairy machinations, he turned to Comfort with 
a cheerfully patronizing air. Instinctively she felt 
that he had dropped out of fairy atmosphere. 

"Now, little Fairy-godmother," he said, smiling, 
"yoa may run back to your boarding-house where the 
Trae Princess and the Gnome and the Giant and the 
Stepmother live — who needs salt — and be happy in 
your mind. Mr. Camitheis is going to buy oiongh 
stories from your princess so that she can have 
dinnos for a while, and he will help us to find otrt 
whether she can write stories better than she can — 
do other things. It will give us time to look about. 
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IS you will leave the address of the hiry beudiB(p> 
house there with my maa before you go, I will see 
that the fairies in my kingdom visit there occasum- 
ally." 

Comfort, realizing that the interview was in his 
mind considered quite terminated, rose politdy. Mer 
eyes, however, had not the sparkle in them that 
he had unconsciously anticipated. He fanded that 
she had not understood the real import of his mes* 
sage. 

"Well have your True Princess so that she will 
never cry again,** he said cheerily. Bland stood at 
the door expectantly. 

** Thank you," said Fairy-godmother in a very 
small, tired voice. "It doesn't seem mudi like a faiiy 
story, does it?" she added, raising shadowed eyes 
to his bravely. " I — ^I hoped that you would coraie hk 
disguise — and not — jiist — send the monqr." 

Martin looked at her gravely, seardiingly, and a 
dull red mounted into his cheek bones. The diild 
had laid an unwitting finger upon the sadly callous 
place in his charity, and he realized it to the foil. 

"By Jove," he said half to himself, "that is ^- 
actly what I am doing — again. I sign the check 
and give it to Carrutho^. Neither the mater n«r 
dad would have done it so. You are right. Faiiy- 
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godmother,** he said humbly. **What shaH Z 

"Tbey usually les-ker them," she relied with a 
heautiful vagueness. "I'll tell you how to get to 
where we Kve.'* 

"Of course I could set the house on fire, but that 
has be«i done so much," complained Martin, again 
in the spirit c^ the thing. 

"Couldn't you oome in disguise?" 

The child was really in earnest, he reflected amiis- 
edly. Thai a newly awakened imp of adventure 
seized hold vpoa him. "Why not?" he considered. 
How could he hope to do a^ny of the things he planned 
if he knew (mly the one sort of life? Somebody or 
other had said something once that he had liked 
about the nuHre points of contact one had with his 
human fellows. . . . 

"We're leavmg hae at the end of the week as we 
planned at first. Bland," he said in sudden decision. 

"I'm glad that youVe reconsidered, sir." Bland 
was distinctly reeved. "The doctor insisted on 
Martindyle at once without the stay over, you know, 
sir." ^ 

"Oh, we are — that is, I am not going to Martin- 
dale, Bland. Tm shipping you there a fortni^t, 
ahead. Vm remaining in New York.'* 
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Bland mistrusted his ears 

" 'Ere — without me, sir?" 

*'In town. Bland — ^but not in this suite of th^— 
er — Palace. I'm going in disguise of a very humble 
citizen to take up my abode in a boarding-house on 
Sixty . . ." 

Comfort clapped her hands and jumped up and 
down as Bland gasped with pallid countenance. 

"You're jowking, sir," the man said wanly. 

Martin shook his head. 

"YouTl not go without me, sir." The man was 
obdurate — his voice contained no interrogative in- 
flection. 

"You go to — ^Martindale, Bland," Martin ex- 
claimed, exasperated. "I'll be there only a fort- 
night or so. I will have something to think about — 
something to make me forget how useless I am." 

"But the doctor said that hall you needed was 
chyange of scene, sir, and air." 

"The doctor is quite right. Bland, I shall have 
more of a change of scene and — air in a Sixty- 
somethingth Street boarding-house than I should 
have at Martlndale." The yoimgmillionairegrinned. 

"Then I shall go, too, sir." 

"Hang it. Bland, you would be far more out of 
pla<:e in a boarding-house than I should." 
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"You coiJd xuivtt stand it, mr. '. . . The 
-way they live, and th« food, ^; and I fed sure that 
the service is v«ry bad, dr." 

Cotofort looked auxioudy from one to the other. 
Although she oould not but feel that all would come 
out right now that matters had progressed thus far, 
the last reaark alanud her as well as hurt her a 
little. 

"Oh, no," she said politely. "I am the service.** 

Martin souled at her and ske drew nearer and 
wriggled a soft little hand into his. 

"I fed sure that the so^ce will be most sat]»- 
£actory. Bland — and in any event, I could stand 
things much better than you could. You forget 
that I have my fishii^ trips up in New Brunswick 
almost every year. You haven't any notion ot hov 
I live then, have you? Mine are not the *de-luxe* 
trips that some of your men's gentlemen take. If 
we have a good cook in our guide — atnd it's usually 
Jim — we have, for breakfast, bacon and potatoes 
and soggy pancakes. For luncheon we have fish, 
if we are lucky, and potatoes and dried fruit sauce 
perhaps with biscuits that we can toss about the 
fire without too great danger of hurting anybody. 
As for dinner — which Jim insists 'ft* supper— if we 
want to be very festive, we have fish with baoon and 
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dewxaSed ^^, and the same biscuit toasted or 
cold." 

"Oh, m" exclaimed Bland, terrified to the core 
of his being, **Bi 'ad no hidea, sir " 

"Of course you hadn% Bland," Martin agreed 
(ieafully, "fise you would never have had this 
notion about my not liking this change of scene and 
— air. Those trips are the only times when I really 
live as a prince," he explained to Comfort, "and the 
on!^ times that I feel like one I Oh, I shall dote on 
the boarding^ouse hash. Bland, but heaven knows 
what you will do!'* 

"Perhaps we could get him a place in the store," 
Faiiy-godmother offered thoughtfully. She knew 
(mly such meaning of phrases as were furnished by 
her environment. 

Martin met the kindly suggestion with a roar of 
langhter of such sociable sort that Comfort smiled in 
sympathy, although she did not in the least know 
what it was all about. 

"That is an excellent notionl** he ^slaimed. 
"I have the jolliest sort of a place lot you in mind, 
Kand— *in the store' ! " 

"In tride, sir?" Bland was miserably conscious 
<tf being the butt of some sort of a joke. "Hour 
fuably 'as never bean in tride, sir!" 
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"All the more reason, Bland. You have only one 
fault: you are not democratic. One must broaden 
one's horizob. Bland." Martin waa very serious 
but his eyes twinkled wickedly. "I am going to try 
to seciu* you a place in the — er — sprigged muslins. 
They have sprigged muslins, don't they?" he in- 
quired of Comfort. She nodded gravely. 

**I am not edzackly sure — ^but I can find out." 

"Thank you. Your giant floor-walker may know 
— but we'll see to that when we come." He looked 
Bland over with a calculating eye. "Yes," he as- 
sured himself aloud, "I think that you would do 
excellently well in the sprigged muslins." 

Bland groaned — and the sound escaped him — 
but in an instant he was the wdl-bred servant. 

"Veiy good, sir," he said. "Wen do we go, 
sir?" 

"We-ell," mused Martin thoughtfully, gazing at 
Comfort, "I think that Bland might call Saturday 
and engage rooms. Now, remember that if I am to 
eome in disguise, you must pretend that you do not 
know me when I appear." 

Comfort hopped delightedly from one foot to the 
other. 

"0-oht Isn't this the very mostest fun?" she 
guigled. "But please, Mr. Prince, come this after- 
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Doon, for the big, second story front is vacant — 
and the little room just back of it." 

"What's the matter with the big, second story 
front, Fairy-godmotho*?" 

"Oh, nothing!" she replied hastily. "It is a most 
dee-sirable chamber and can be used as both Cyu^ 
Toom and bedroom with hot and cold water. It is' so 
expensive that nobody can afford to take it and 
St^motha* is going to put another bed in it so that 
it will take four — if it is not rented by Friday." 
She sighed. "That will be another bed to make, 
and four in a room are mussy — you can't get away 
from that! "iSi. Bland could have the little room if 
you wanted to sleep alone." 

"Eh? Oh — yes, I am. rathar restless as a sleeper. 
Perhaps the two rooms would be .best. Bland wiO 
come thb afternoon and engage them." 

**0f course" — Comfort was wonderfully ddicate — 
"there are smaller rooms on the third Soor if 
you haven't — a job. I thought, maybe, that you 
lost it — when you got sick. Most always they 
do." 

Martin looked at her pitiful ^es and felt a some- 
thing hot in his throat. 

"You are a dariing," he said. "You have all the 
deep beauty of your daddy's pictures." She smiled 
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T»gudly because she knew from lus eyes that Lore 

spoke to her. 

"And Stepmother always ast3 that 6rst of aH," 
practically. 
jirl'By Jove, of course! I hadn't thought of that.'* 
HiMtfl] smiled at her whimsically. "Do you know, 
Fairy-^godmother, that I don't know a soul vho 
would giye me a job?" 

Bland cou^ied nervously and moved with un- 
wonted rapidity to the telephone as it rang. 

"Shall my name go in disguise, too. Fairy-god- 
mother?" Martin asked her. 

"Oh, please be 'Mr. Prince,* for that's truly- 
rooly what you are; so it's not a stoiy," Comfort 
pleaded. 

"Very well, Mr. Charles E. Prince," he smfled 
at her. 

"Mr. Carruthers again on the 'phone, sir." 

"Ask his office to ke^ connection and I'll talk to 
him in about three minutes. Bland." 

"Now, remember, Paiiy-godmother-with-the- 
wonderful-daddy-whom-l-should-like-to-have-knowii, 
not a word about this fairy expedition to anybody. 
Keep your own counsel; and remember that you do 
not know me. If the True Princess gets an inlrling 
of the truth, it will spoil all our plans. I am simply 
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'Mr. Prince' and tliia is — what is your sponsera-iii- 
baptism name. Bland? " 

"William, sir." 

"And this is Mr. William Bland, his — er — friend. 
No matter what anybody asks you — that is all yott 
know. It will break the charm — <uid you know what 
disasters come in faiiy world when that is done." 

"Oh, my, yes ! " exclaimed CtHnfort gleefully, danc- 
ing o£f. "I shall not even winle when Six. Bland 
Gtunes for the rooms, and 1*11 get you a slather (d 
dean towels." 

"Sounds alluring, Faiiy^[odmother. I shall see 
you very soon again." 

*'Fine!" she exclaimed, "and I'll be ever and ev«r 
so careful td>out shushing. Good-bye ! " 

"Good-bye for the present," he returned, laugh- 
ing in such genuine fashion that Carruthers heard 
pianissimo chuckles as they got together on the 
'phone. 

'*What's the postscript, Jackie boy?" he asked in 
fine good hiunour. "Oh — she won't think of publi- 
cation if she has the money. You often let things 
go for a year or two anyway, don't you? She will 
have forgotten before that. Not that it would hurt 
your old magazine if you did publish them, Mr. 
Carruthers — no matter what kind of rot it is. I 
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have just run through your last niuuber and when 
you come here to-morrow I am going to tell you what 
I really think about that periodical you are getting 
out. The fact that your staff refused Miss Woods's 
stories is an argument in their favour to my mind." 
He laughed at Carruthers's retort. "No — I'm not a 
fussy invalid — but it's a waste of good material 
to keep you editing stu£f like that. The article 
which you had on ' The Nude in Art ' last month was 
— adjectives fail me. When you go in for serious 
things you are a joke— and your fiction has been 
execrable." He chuckled agaia. "No — ^nothing 
more that I care to say now. I'll tell you the rest 
about yourself to-morrow. . . . There, there, 
Jackie — ^I didn't expect you to take it to heart! 
Of eoiirse it's hard, with your assistant gone. He 
bad no business to go to the hospital — so he didn't. 
I apologize, old man, I apologize," he sang cheerily. 
"And one of your best readers, too — old standby, 
eh? Regular McGuffey, so to speak? Well — 
well, that is hard luck! No wonder. . . , 
What — me f I? I'm forgetting my grammar in my 
excitement! . . . Oh, I couldn't, couldn't I? 
Well, I don't know about] that, Mr. John Car- 
ruthers! As I chance to be mightily in need of a 
*iob' right now, I'll just take you up on that proposi- 
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tion. No, I am not joking. I shall be down there 
on Monday morning. What time does a reader Vfbo 
also acts in the capacity of assistant editor, when he 
can assist, arrive at his desk? . . . Wow! 
Isn't that rather early for business? . . . 
Oh, very well, I can make it easily. . . . 'Why?' 
That's part of the story I'm going to tell you to- 
morrow. . . . No, I'm not ill in body, Jack, it 
will be good for me. As you said yesterday, you 
know — sphtting wood is what I need. I'll show you 
how to run a magazine, sir! " 

Bland's concern had deepened into misery as he 
disposed of the telephone and inwardly cursed the 
thing for its impertinent interference with the order 
of their lives. 

"I've found a new use for myself. Bland," Martin 
told him delightedly. "I'm going to be a reader — 
er — assistant editor or something like that — imder 
Mr. Carruthers." 

"Oh, sir," groaned the poor feUow, "you've done 
for yourself, sir! And you just going to Martin- 
dyle, doctor's ord««!" 

"Danm doctors' orders, Bland,** remarked Martin 
sweetly. "This will do me more good than a thou- 
sand doctors. I feel like a school boy before the 
vacation begins. Think of it— a prince in disguise 
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ci ft jbomble reader on a magaaoe to take up his 
abode in a boarding-hoitse! the second floor front — 
the chamber of snobs ! where I may slee|> alone with 
hot and cold water!" 

It was good to see him so gleeful but Bland 
feared the worst. Surdy his jovmg master could 
not have considered all of the phases of this mad 
prank! 

"Wot will your friends think of this w*en th^ see 
you, sir?" 

Martin spoke to him patiently: "Have you not 
lived in New York long enough. Bland, to realize 
that we are far less likely to meet any (A our friends 
if we are staying in a middle-class boarding-house 
than if we were in Hong Kong ot Cairo? Camith- 
ers will know, ot course. We're letting him in on 
the scJieme; but to the rest I am simply out of 
town — Martindale if you choose. They will not 
care, and I'm sure I don't." 

"But — going back and forth in the car, air? 
They'll see you, .sir — very like." Bland wished to 
be patient, too. 

"Oh, we're not taking any <^ the cars. Bland. 
We are riding on the subway!" 

Bland's gasp strangled itself in a cough and he 
leaned weakly against the jamb of the docar. 
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CHAPTER X 

r' MUST be admitted to those avid analysts 
who indst upon a fatile coDJectiuing of what 
might have been had what was been quite dif- 
ferent, that it is highly probable the Prince would 
not have been so instantly impressed with Cinderella 
had she, at his first sight of her, been moping in the 
ashes. Even a romanticist must conform to the 
spirit of actuality at least — mast present his case as 
plausible or it will be routed, foot and horse, by the 
wrathful reader aroused to a sense of his deception. 
Having given one fact in hypothesis — the masculin- 
ity ol the Prince — ^not even a blitbe teller of fairy 
tales would dare to make his heroine unattractive 
at first sight. One will readily recall that in the 
Cinderella tale the fairy godmother had clothed 
her ash maiden in festal garments so gorgeous that 
her stepsisters did not recognize her at first — and 
turned green with envy at second. 

So it turned out that, through the instrumentality 
of the fairy godmother of the boarding-house, Mr. 
Charles E. Prince was destined to meet Miss Katherine 
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Woods on the evening of the eventful day when the 
ashes of her woe had flamed into hope and the rags 
of melanchcJia had dropped from her, leaving her 
winsome personality clothed in a dazzling radiance 
— ^the metamorphosis of happiness than which there 
is none more wonderful. She had that day received 
a check for two hundred whole dollars from the most 
popular magazine on the market with a request for 
more stories! It was more than she had ever re- 
ceived as a year's income — from stories alone, and 
to have it come to her, lump sum, at the end of a 
period of desperation to which she looked back as 
does a healthy person to some vagary of his delirium, 
magnified its importance to an unbelievable degree. 

With divine feminine intuition, the mortal Fairy- 
godmother was no less awake to sartorial effects in 
the matter of first impressions than was her fairy 
prototype, and the first dinner at which the True 
Princess was to meet the Prince was preceded by a 
manoeuvre that would have done credit to the tall- 
hatted old person who furnished glass slippers. 

At the imminent peril of burning various violently 
savoury vegetables. Comfort left the kitchen a 
few minutes before the dinner gong soimded, and 
scampered upstairs to the tiny skylight room, enter- 
ing with a studied nonchalance most disarming, in 
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response to a musical "Come in, Uttle Fairy-god- 
mother!" 

Her Trae Princess was bnisMog out her hair — 
it was the psychological moment! Her eyes were 
bright with the exdtemait of the check and her 
gurgling laughter was good to hear. Her first 
desire had been to stay upstairs and work through 
dinner time, but Comfort, divining this, had con- 
quered that notion long since. 

"Your hair has nice bubbly little curb in it, hasn't 
it. True Princess?" inquired the email diplomat who 
was quite as unconscious of being diplomatic as she 
was of the fact that the reason ugly things hurt her 
and beautiful effects pleased her, lay in an exquisite 
heritage. "Don't squinch it back so tight," she 
added, "it's lots cunninger with the bubbles loose!" 

Katiierine Woods laughed at her and let her have 
her way. If she had been able to see, as others 
would, the radiant vision of happiness that laughed 
back at her from the blurry glass, she would have 
admitted that it was cunninger with the bubbles 
loose. "I forgot to tell you" — ^there was no deep- 
laid scheming in tiie part of Faity-godmother, but, 
as has been intimated, she had a love for beautiful 
effects — "that I was doing some sudsing to-day 
so I just picked up all the waists that you had hang- 
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ing behind the calico curtain, and dumped 'an in. 
I'll iron *em out for you to-morrow," adding care- 
fully, and with great anxiety: "You can wear your 
pinky <me to-night, can't you?" 

"Why, yes" — ^the comb that was fluffing out 
bubbles paused in mid-air thoughtfully — "yes, the 
pink one will do very w^ to-^kight. You are very 
kind to me, little Fairy-godmother, but you must 
not take time away from yoursdf or Mis. Frouty to 
help me, you know." 

"Oh, no, I wouldn't," she rq^ed truthfully, "I 
never even cut a single potato^>eel thicker to get 
through quick; but I do like that pinky waist," she 
admitted frankly, "because it always makes me 
want to kiss your neck where it turns back." 

There was a little catch in the laugbter of Kather- 
ine Woods. The blouse had been one of Mollje's 
glad gifts to her — a dainty, artistically simple con- 
fection that the girl had pidted up in a Pans shop the 
year before she 

"I guess," remarked Fairy-godmoth^, her point 
won, "that it's up to me to be mftVing tracks for the 
kitchen. We have new boarders to-ui^t, so there's 
an extra v^jgytubble." 

And this was all that Eathmne Woods knew 
about the Prince until she was daborately intro- 
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<k)oed to liim twenl^-five minutes afterwaid by Mrs. 
I^mity hersdf. ^e at^nowledged the introduction 
in simfde, gracioas fashion in great contrast to the 
empres8€meni of the head of the TKinage, promptly 
forgot all about him and, under the cover of a some- 
what noisy anecdote of Miss Prouty's, told Cricket 
the wonderful news of the day. Faiiy-godmother 
aioat was so excited that she tipped the new board- 
er's soup plate until the hot liquid spla^ied over her 
little pink thumb. 

'"Sense me," she murmured — and to add to her 
embanasament, the True Princess chanced to glance 
at her at that moment — "it is a puffickly clean 
thumb, but it might taste of soap." 

Katherine's gaze was riveted by the utter disgust 
upon the aristocratic countenance of Mr. William 
Bland as be saw his master's dtnn» thus ruined, as 
he fancied, and a wave of her sympathy went out 
to little Comfort. 

Just then she met two laughing gray eyes fixed 
upon her — eyes that bade her cease from fears and 
enjoy the incident as it deserved. Instinctively 
she smiled in return, a gay, comradely lighting 
of eyes of brown, and felt that she had found a 
friend. 

Cricket caught the exchange of glances and he 
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smiled too. It was a wistful sort of smile, however, 
tor the man opposite them was a clean-limbed, broad- 
shouldered, well-set-up young fellow, perhaps five 
years his junior; a gentleman beyond question, who 
gave indefinable but immistakable evidence that 
Fortune had marked him for her own. 

Mr. Charles Prince, for his jwut, was thoroughly 
enjoying that dinner, despite the anxious predic- 
tions of Mr. Bland whom he had asked Mrs. Prouty 
to place next him at table. It was as if he were sud- 
denly transported to a new world. He was far 
more interested in Miss Vincent's department se- 
curing all of Smith's output of can-openers than 
he had ever been in the stock market; and Mr. 
Short's grandiloquent resume of what he said "right 
to old Blithedale's face" held a viewpoint which 
was absolutely novel to him. But these were ab- 
sorbing only when the True Princess seemed to be- 
come aware of his covert interest in herself. It was 
at such times, too, that he devoted himself to Miss 
Gladys Prouty with an amused consideration of her 
slangy criticisms and apt observations of those with 
whom she had that day come into contact. 

His genuine interest in her was so marked that it 
occasioned an outburst of maternal pride and ad- 
monition in the Prouty bedroom afterward. Misg 
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Froiity, however, wtis impatient of her mother's mis- 
guided suggestions. 

"Now Ibok-a-here, Ma," she said outright, finally, 
"you've got him sized up all wrong. He ain't crazy 
over me. He ain't in otu: class at all. He's another 
one of them bug-ologist literary people that thinks 
I'm a 'type' and likes to git me goin'. I'll give him 
a run fer his mraiey all right, but he can't hand me 
nothjn'. I've got their number, all of them. If 
you want me to ^t married, you're a fool to keep 
tryin' to pick out somebody that ain't our kind. 
Pick out the best there is of your own kind and hop 
to it, that's my motto. The best of my kind is 
Short. I like Short — he's got class — and he likes 
me. They ain't nothin' more to it jest now, but 
there will be, for little Gladdie is on the job — ^that is, 
there will be if you don't butt in and queer the deal 
by gittin' me side tracked with a freight ctu: that 
^'t gonna make no move. Hands off, Ma, an* 
I'll land what I'm baited for!" 

This, even for Miss Prouty, was pretty plain 
speech, and from that time on her mother aided 
and abetted her in "landing" her chdce of the best 
<^ their kind. 

The fact that Miss Katherine Woods scarcely 
noticed the advent ot the "new boarder" — or plural, 
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if 3&. William Blaad, the silottly diB^piovhig be 
included — piqued the fairy-tale i^ince not a liUie. 
He was not aocuetoined to having Us «sitrance 
suxh an uaunpartant matter in cirdes feminine, 
albeit be never realized the fact imtil it was bcxne 

home to h^^ in thn ina tffnr^, 

Late that aftemoon. Comfort, taldng advantage 
ei tiie«excitement and bustle in the arriTal of tnmlm, 
had whispered to him the ttary of the "skinny en- 
vdope's" coming to the True ftmoess that morning, 
and of the laughing and crying and huggings that 
there had beeo. 

"I 'most busted," Fairy-godmother cxmfided to 
him with a guri^e, "when she said it must be fairies! 
She harai't even got a hunch," she added, hopping 
from one foot to the other^ "and she's so excited that 
her eyes just shine and shine ! " 

Even this, howev^, scarcely prqtared him for the 
luminous-eyed young Prineeas who seemed to float 
into the dining room alter the others had assembled 
hungrily. That she acarcdy noticed bis presence 
piqued him a little, as has been intimated, but a 
chudding consideration of the cause of her abstrac- 
tion salved his vanity. Fairy-godmotbM was right, 
he adcnowledged, after surr^titious glances. The 
True Princess was "puffiddy bewtiful." N(rt; pei- 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts ^ 157 

haps in the otAd, c^cuUting sense of an artist wbo 
Kckrais by Mrine sort oi triangulation of dtazms, 
but in the warm, sweet hmnazt way that talces into 
account such trivial things as bubbly hair, the flut- 
tering of long eydashes upon cheeks as softly flushed 
as a baby's waked fnm sleep, the quick, startled 
heaving of delicately rounded bosom under a "pinky" 
blouse as the sound of her name brings her out of 
smiling reverie; the lifting of bead upon slender 
throat in quick, birdlike movement, and the wMuier 
of joy thrilling in her vcnce. 

Just how much the feeling tA personal re^wnsi- 
bility for this joyousness affected his estimate 
of the modest loveliness of Katherine Woods, one is 
not willing to conjecture— but one may be quite 
safe in saying that it did not decrease for him the 
charm d the ooctqMnt of the "squintiest room in 
the house," fcH- which the roit, be bad understood, 
had been rather precariously ov^ue. J It was difficult 
to imagine that radiant vision of success a woe-be- 
gone, desperate little skeptic of fairies. 

Katharine was, indeed, like sotne elfin sprite 
oi the air, Icmg a prisoner in a befouled dim- 
geODi suddenly rdeased to freedom and her native 
element. It was not that she chattered much or 
laughed a great deal. On the contrary, she confined 
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heraelf to a few soft-spdcen, breathless words tlmt 

seemed to bubble up from some delicious reverie.^ 

It was in tbe shabby "parlour" afterward, while 
Miss Gladys Frouty was banging out a ragtime ditty 
upon the strideat-toned "birch-mahogany instru- 
ment," that he introduced himself in character as a 
reader with Mr. Carruthers — and sort of assistant, 
you know. 

As he stretched his genuinely weary muscles upon 
a not-too-uncomfortable bed that night, he felt 
agun the same odd thrill of fire at his wrist which 
had throbbed quite suddenly and unaccountably 
when Katherine had impetuously flimg a soft little 
hand upon his arm in delighted astonishment. 

"Not Mr. John Carruthers, the editor?" she had 
exclaimed in a tone which he told Carruth^s after- 
ward could not have been more impressively en- 
thusiastic if he bad said that he was assistant trum- 
peter to Gabriel when the letter's wind gave out. 

He wished that he had been Carruthers to call 
forth that tone of awesome adoration. By Jove, 
next to matinee heroes, editors of magazines win 
the pedestal most often ! If women are not revealing 
their life secrets to them, they're writing stories 
for them! Funny thing about women's idealizings 
anyway. . . . But at this point he dropped 
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into sleep. It was the point at which many a man, 
better perhaps, or at least older somewhat than 
Martin, has given up with a sigh and dropped o£f to 
sleep. 

Bland stole to the docv of his master's room 
and listoied. Being satisfied, when no restless sigha 
assailed his ears, that the change of abode had 
worked no great ill at least, the eld^ man — whom 
Mrs. Prouty's boarders, with the exception ol 
Cricket, had put down at once as "some class"— 
sought out the "little room neat "and slept the sleep 
of the unrewarded overcareful. 

The True Princess gazed long at the stars that 
winked down at her through the skylight, and the 
thoughts of her heart that sm^ged with gratitude 
grew Uttie filmy wings out of tear drops of happi- 
ness and flew upward like fairy prayers. . . . 
At last she slept, and her dreams were oddly mingled 
absurdities in which she, a princess on a wonderful 
throne, was receiving "skinny" letters from mes- 
sengers who were squirrels. Each squirrel, as it 
hunched itself before her, announced in the clear, 
pleasant tones of Mr. Charles Prince that he was a 
reader for Mr. Camithers, 

But most beautiful of all had that evening been to 
Fairy-godmother who, when she had paused, upon 
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meetiiig Mr. Prince in the hall outside his door, had 

whiapned softly: 

"Isn't the True Princess woimerful?" 

"She is just that, little Faiiy-godmother," he had 
replied quite seriously — Vonnerful!'" 

Less than ever she minded scraphig aguost the 
dry goods boxes and broken trunk Uds as she crept 
into her little cot that night and hugged Fairy-baby 
close exe she drowsed into a beautiful dreamlees 
sleep. 

"Oh, Fairy-baby,*' she munnnred, when her tired 
little body had snuggled down between tits ^leets, 
rough with mended ^ts. "Everything is wonnerful, 
and I'm a really tnxJy-rooIy fairy godmother at 
last!'> 
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CHAPTER XI 

IP JOHN CARRUTHEBS had felt a qualm of 
doubt about the way in whkfa Mr. Charles E. 
PriDce would fit into the positi(»i t^ "reader, 

acting as assistant editor when he could assist," the 
hesitation vanished after a few days' experience with 
his buoyantly enthusiastic and usually practical sug- 
gestions, and always incisive judgments. 

"The man fw Elliot's desk" — ^the once-blithe 
and now-suffering Beeves had put it — needed little 
mare than a deceit sense of what the pubKc wanted 
and a keen feeling for style and treatment. The 
man now at Elliot's desk — tor a shift had been made 
necessary — was already superseding Elh'ot himself 
in those matters, and giving besides a touch of per- 
sonality in his wfwk as charming as himself. 

At the end (rf a week CamithCTS foimd hims^ 
saying to the man who had pattered through a 
course in a famous university beside him : 

"It is not so much what you do, Charley, that is 
your value to us; it is what you don't do. You don't 
do the regular things. Yon have not the editorial 
viewpoint; you have new ideas.** 
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"I seem to be a mental acrobat," Martin confessed, 
laughing a little ruefully. "I had no notion of the 
odd sorts of stuff that came into a magazine office. 
One can pick out only here and there. Like the well- 
known 'live thund^, I leap tram peak to peak the 
rattling crags among' ! " 

Carruthers diuckled. "Yet two years in this 
business and you would be a wonder, Charley!" 

''Two years in this business and I should be a 
maniac, John Carruthers! It has been mighty good 
for me, however — all of this! Like the rest of my 
kind, I'm going to start in upon a collecting fad — 
collecting points of view. I find being a prince most 
instructive." 

The door opened just then in response to Car- 
ruthers's "Come in," and !N&s. Ogden entered with a 
sheaf of letters. Martin instinctively rose to his 
feet. A lovely flush crept into her dieeks and a 
queer little pleased smile to her lips. Carruthers 
caught the fleeting expression and, inhibiting an 
absent-minded, vague movement toward rising, sud- 
denly settled himself more det^minedly and spoke 
briskly: 

"Thank you, Mrs. Qgden. I have given over 
dictation of letters to all new contributors who are 
worth while to Mr. Prince for the present. He has 
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a way oF suggesting, in a line, criticism which may 
develop tfaem into valuable people for us to hold." 

"I'm ready for you now, Mrs. C^pien," the new 
assistant-when-he-coutd-assist said cheerfully, "if 
you have time." 

Mra. Ogden inclined her defiant little head in more 
friendly fashion than Camithers had ever noted 
before, 

*'I will take them now," she said graciously and 
preceded him out of the room, with again that queer, 
pleased smile dimpling the comers of her firm Uttle 
mouth as he held open the door for her. 

Camithers looked after them thoughtfully. He 
was, in his merciless self-analysis, conscious of the 
fact that there was a boyish wistfulness tugging at 
his sophisticated heart. He wished thiat he had 
been the one to call forth that flush of pleasure 
into pretty Mra. Ogden's creamy skin. The deuce! 
If after all these years — twelve, to be exact — ^he 
was going to become maudlin over a piece c^ office 
machinery ! He drew the letta^ to him and scowled 
prodigiously as the faintest possible perfume, as of a 
far-off orchard in May, intangibly sweet, eluded his 
attempts to discQver the source of them. 

"Humphl" he grunted as he took up his pen 
. . . and th^i he looked out into the May mom- 
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iag where IJk nn grew hot upcm the adjoinmg 

Toofe. 

Despite inward jeerings at hiin«eU, however, the 
wistful ta^i^ at his heart eoBcentrated into an 
acute pain when, later in the day, Martin came 
jubilantly into his ofBee dangluog an angulaf 
wooden toy-~ui impowible dachshund that "went <m 
wheek." 

**It'« for Mra. Ogdoi's Utile boy," Martin ex- 
^ained, illostrating its action, oblivious of the fact 
that Camithers did not seem enthusiftriic avex the 
interruption. 

"Didn't know she had one," Carrutbers said 
shortly. He had an unmistakaUe smae of in- 
adequacy shot thrcmgfa with twingee of — ^absurd! 
It couldn't be, of couxse, but what business had 
Martin to be buying foreign toys for Mrs. Ogden's 
little boy that be, Carruth^is, was not even aware 
existed? 

"'(Xi, my yes!* as my frigid Fairy-godmother 
says, she has a, youag^er two ye«js old, she told me. 
Isn't that a fool thing? But Mim Woods, who 
selected it, says that the laddie will go crazy over 
it. They all do." 

"You have tJieairolafatharof a miiititude," was 
Carmthers's aarcaslic trfwervation. Martin flushed. 
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"Your magazine's idea c^ efficiency is to be con- 
stantly preparing oneself for a bigger job," be re- 
torted. He inspected the toy carefully. "Nasty 
thing for her to carry home, though. Wish I could 
use one of tbe cars occasionally without exdting 
comment." 

"My dear, tender-hearted friend," began Car- 
ruthers patronizingly, "Mrs. Ogden is undoubtedly 
used to carrying bundles of assorted sizes back 
and forth. She lives — somewhere far out probably." 

"Na Shares an apartment with a spinster who 
decorates interiors — apartment on east side near 
Ndghbouibood House kindergarten where she con 
leave David during the day," Martin supplied with 
grinning glibness. Carruthers was really aston- 
ished. 

"Good lord, man! Do you happen to know what 
the names of her grandparents were?" 

"No," lau^ied the other, "but I'll find out for 
you if you really want to know. Jack. I feel sure of 
one thing." seriously, "that they were quite of the 
same mettle as yours or mine. In fact, if Mrs. Ogden 
inherited from them ber rarely fine mind and gentle 
breeding, they mi^t have been a bit better." And 
with this parting shot Martin disappeared — ^the 
dachshund under his arm. 
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"H'm," commented Camithers thoughtfully* gaa- 
ing at the door that had just closed. Then his lips 
formed into a straight line and his eyes twinkled— 
not in the least in harmony with the straight line. 

"The yoimg interloper of a milUonaire!" he said 
to himself. "We can't have the heads of our staff 
turned, even if we have to take an editorial hand is 
the matter." 

The next time that Mrs. Ogden entered the roam, 
she felt intuitively a difference in the manner of her 
chief. It was less impersonally paternal and more 
personally fatherly. In any evait, it was just the 
sort of attitude that made her accept with weary 
gratitude the tactfully put suggestion that he take 
her and the dachshimd and the other parcels for 
little David's birthday — and there seemed to be as 
assortment of them — home in the cax which he drove 
himself. (He liked the feel of it, he once said.) ' '} 

Was it his fault that small David, whom they 
picked up at the Neighbourhood House kindergarten, 
took a violent fancy to him and quite identified him 
with the donor of the "doggie"? 

When deposited on the sidewalk in front of the 
building which Mrs. Ogden had indicated, David 
wailed loudly and inconsolably. 

"Man nubbin'," he insisted with childish sobs, 
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*'MuvTCT» man nubbin'," Camitiiers &ngered the 
Tiaor of bis tweed cap in perplexity. H^ waa accus- 
t«ne<i to interpreting various sorts of dialect, but 
this was too much for him. 

"Should you mind translating?" he asked, whim- 
sicaUy, as he delivered up the various packages in 
the gloomy entrance of the building. ' ile could not 
see the flush that grew hot in her cheeks b ft he noted 
the tremulousness of her laugh as she replied: 

"He wants you to share his bread and milk with 
him. We ht^ that you will not mind his hos- 
pitality. There, Sonny Boy, that is quite enough. 
Yoijr man will not love you if you cry." 
- The laddie instantly st<qq>ed, though the sudden- 
ness of the effort caused a sh^t choking. 

"Oh, if that is all," Carruthers said, relievedly, 
"the trouble is easily remedied. I shall be delighted 
to accept. Sonny Boy — even though your ho^itality 
does not seem to be hereditary." 

"Oh — would you, really?" There was no mis- 
taking the delight of the elder of the two Ogden 
children. "Mrs. Larson is a mighty dependable 
cook even if she can't talk — and Miss Prudhomme 
is away so we*re having strawberry shortcake. 
Miss Prudhomme thinks that short cake is pldbeian," 
with a little rruyue — "but I love it!" 
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"And I,*' iigr««d Camitliers, heaittiy and rexy 
suddcnlj^^cr he had not a noticm (rf what "it" 
was. Hif sesise of words was quite blumd in his 
overwhelming astoniahm«it at what h«, conservative 
John Carruthers, was doing simply because two 
pairs of limpid eyas had been wistful when he had 
turned to gol 

When Ip. promised David— 'wlth a friendly good- 
night kiss lor him and doggie<--that he would come 
on Sunday to take him out into the country In the 
"oho»«hoo" that bad brought him hcone, he had 
forgotten that he was due at a rather distinguished 
week-end party on that particular date. His note 
of r^ret, however, concerning the unexpeeted busi' 
ness which detained him in town wae so oharmingly 
worded to his fashionable hostess that she smiled 
sweetly and forgave him in a vast pity over the fright' 
ful d o nanda made upon literary people. 
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SINCE eren the most hard-headed of aci^itista 
seem no whH surprised when very bim^esome 
wad imattractive chrysalides suddenly debouch 
upon the sunlit air the most marv^oua oi butterflies, 
one who believes in fairies c»inot be amazed at the 
change which was to be discovered in Katherine 
Woods. C&taiaiy nothing in her drab little girlhood 
in the Southern rectory or in the gnibworm existence 
she had led in New York City, gave promise ol such 
radiuit feminine frircdity and witchery of loveliness. 
Of course, however, one might imagine a female 
biologist and student of her own sex's vagaries say- 
ing, with an adjustment of spectacles, "It was lat- 
ent." 

Fairy-godmother — who alone was taken into con- 
fidence when, within the week, a joyous idea had 
devd(^>ed into a madly written, five-thousand-word 
ttory and thence into a three-hundred-drflar check 
from a widely circulated weekly which delighted in 
its whimsical fancy — Fahy-godmother had the real 
folution tA the metamorphosis: "Fairies." 
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"Why, Faiiy-godmother," Katherine had gurgled, 
hugging the slim little figure tightly, "I didn't know 
there was so much money in the world ! What shall 
I do with it all?" 

And then Faii^-godmother demonstrated that she 
was of mortal as well as of fairy substance in woman- 
kind, for after a long, thoughtful pause in which she 
seemed to be weighing the matter carefiUly, giving 
due attention to arguments pro and con, she said 
decisively: 

"I'd buy the beautifulest clothes in the world!" 

She never knew why her True Princess fell in a 
heap on the bed with rippling laiighter that would 
not be stilled, nor why she came over to her again 
and held her close as she whispered with the tiniest 
catch in her voice: 

"Do you think that— -anybody would notice?" 

"Oh, my, yes!" the child had replied quite can- 
didly. "I think that Mr. Prince likes to see people 
chick I " 

As Fairy-godmother had intimated on another 
occasion, Miss Woods's "chickneas" was not quite 
the "chickness" of Miss Frouty, however, and, save 
for a marvellous blending of tints in the fabrics of 
her unobtrusively well-cut garments — shades of 
colour that brought out the luminous depths of her 
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eyes and the exquisite rose texture of her skin> one 
would have noted no difference in the attire of the 
True Princess after Fairy-^^odmother had waved the 
wand of her suggestion. 

To the Prince himself the transformation was the 
opening of a flower which revealed its true heart to 
him as the petals unfolded. She was very lovely, he 
thou^t — with all the dainty allure of the women 
with whom he had been thrown all of his life, added 
to an indescribable charm of ingenuousness that 
veiled a hint of mystery. He seemed to touch at 
times a hidden reservation ba£9ing in the limpid 
clarity of her frankness about herself, of her loving 
reminiscences of the life at the rectory in the South, 
and the little ane«lotes of the childish pranks of 
her sister Mollie and herself. Mollie, he understood, 
bad died soon after the invalid mother had gone, 
but it was rather an inference from her imreveal- 
ments, and the sudden gridF that came into her eyes 
wheal she spoke of the younger sister. 

Tactfully he led her away from such m^noriea 
when they beset her, and her eagerness to follow, to 
forget the unavailing sorrow, aided him. She was 
so wholly a child yet so utterly a woman — and as 
both, soentirely desirable! He gave himself up to 
loving her as freely and as gladly as a boy in kis 
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teens vdctxats his fitit leve, li was avody a new 
sensation to the vrurid-^ireaij young Bum irho had 
been sccmtomed to woadtx aardonicaUy how th6 
flavour of sweetness in the smiles graated him would 
soiu if he suddenly were betcft of the very well- 
known name bad ftatwae of M«tin. 

There was a breathlessbeM about meeting bef 
suddenly in the duaky, ili-Tentllated haUways; A 
thrill in the touch of her alippered foot as they ex- 
changed delicious confidences of nothing over a 
tiny taWe in an out-of-the-way little restaurant 
after an evening at a play wluch the? viewed fr<Hil 
the balcony. 

Perhaps it was because Martin knew the haUnti 
<rf hia friends so Well, perfiaps because he seemed so 
utterly indifferent whether <» not he met any of 
them, that only once he cau^t sight of a fioailiar 
face. It was Pierre Le Jeune, the Very promising' 
young artist whom Martin bad befriended in obscure 
days — who, in fact, owed his present vogue to the 
picture which Martin had piu^ased quite i%cently 
for the Metrop(^tan, with an enthusiastic welcome 
on the part of the Accession Cominittee and othef 
powers that be. It was the sort of thing that Martin 
planned to do with his Browne canvas when be 
could make up his mind to be parted from it. Aft^ 
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I« Jeww )Mt4 r^sl^ up t« him tiiere m tbe shabby 
little ^kr-'Ua it W40 1^ £nt ^impse tliat the aptist 
had had of Ms old friend unce the latteor's return 
(row abroad-^Martin made up his niind that the 
custom of not FeeofRStuilog artiate until aft«* they 
4ie dead ie de^ TOOted in wiadom. Le Jeune had 
poured ont his emotions no volnbly in Frenoh that 
Mvrtio f eU uncomfortably oerUin that his gestures 
aJoQQ must have revealed the temor ol his remarks. 

I^thsiine had smiled appreciatively as the artist 
rushed away aa ^fcitedly aa he bad come, and Martin 
WA3 f wnblins ov«r exousw ^td explanaticnti for not 
having introduced to her such a desirable person as 
Pieore X* Jeune. H« could not tell hep the truth— 
that, with a GaUic turn of mind and an imagination 
which revelled in adventure, Le Jeune had un- 
doubtedly put his own construction upon > the fact 
that the fastidious young millionaire was dining 
quite sociably in an out-of-the-way restaurant with 
a most charming, luminous-eyed yoimg goddess. 
Martin's hand gripped the napkin across his knee 
with the thought, and his lips closed in a straight 
line. Thai he cau^t her looking at him anxiously. 
The tender solicitude of that ga2e brought him to 
himself. 

"I can't quite explain to you, True Princess," he 
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said gently, "but I didn't want you to know Le 
Jeiine because — ^because, save when he is painting, 
he doesn't believe in fairies!" 

She did not quite altogether comprehend, although 
the sweet protection of his air as he told her thus boy- 
ishly brought a delicious warm glow to her cheeks. 

"You will fta-give me — ^True Princess?" He 
asked it softly, laying a hand lightly upon the slend^ 
fingers that droopied idly over the edge of the table. 
Something in her throat suddenly choked her so 
that she could not answer, and even long afterward, 
when she had crept into the little bed in the skylight 
room where one may see the stars, she was a little 
diz:^ as she pressed those BngexB passionatdy to her 
lips. / ' 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



CHAPTER Xni 

MRS. FROUTY was as usual immersed in 
the society news of the paper that par- 
tially hid her flowing figure at the head of 
the table, and Mr. Short had just leaned across to 
select fastidiously a well-pointed toothpick from the 
ever-ready, sranewhat dusty glass holder that graced 
the centre of the table, when Cricket entered in 
less jaunty fashion than was his wont. Something 
new had come into Cricket's life — or, to word it 
more accurately, a new phase of an old experience 
^— for Cricket was not a stranger to disappointment. 
One gift alone he had — ^the gift that good fairies 
are wont to bestow when they know that, for some 
inscrutable reason which the greatest minds have 
never been able quite to fathom, a life is destined to 
be lived imder a dark star. This gift is the vision 
of the philosopher. Cricket had an odd sense of 
values for a man whose life had been given up to the 
study of formal law — the law that man makes so 
queerly to adjust differences. 
, He had a fashion, one of his instructors in the 
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modest Western college which he had attended had 

once said of him, of "seeing the inside of things. 

Perhaps this was the reason why he felt — despite a 
tugging at the heart-strings that would not be stilled 
as he saw the new beauty and joy and wonderful 
bloasomiog of love in the eyes <ii h«r to wbcan he 
had given his heart's all — that it was a glorious 
privilege to love her, to be her friend; to accept, m 
return for his devotion, those gentle little favours 
and softly r^retful indulgences which a woman 
bestows upon an imsuccessful lover. It was as. ii 
he had been ^ipecting such a d6nouemetU, fen- Fairy- 
godmother had given forth the keynote of his ser- 
vice when she had said that gnomes could be kind 
and useful, but, after all, they could never be princes. 
It was a sort (^ odd whimsy, be thought, that even 
the lucky fellow's name should bear its testimony of 
his fitness for the idle he bad assumed straightway 
upon his appearance at the Prouty menage. 

It was Bland who most bothered Cricket — Bland 
whose attitude toward his "friend," Mr. Prince, 
seemed so ill-sorted with the footing of intimacy. 
They seemed genuindy fond of each other; in fact, 
Mr. William Bland was wretched, apparently, when 
Prince was out of his sight. He worried over him 
as a mother hen does about a missing chick; and 
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Prinoe tet^ tbe«e evid^iu^s «F obseciulous devotion 
witli a BOBchalaDQe thst occaaiomiUy e«««pwat«d 
Crickftt. He lilE«d IMnce, lijki«d him inwKBsely; 
but why the devil didn't be «iUiflr st<if» Bland's 
eternal toadying to hm fv elae accept it m a crace 
instead of a desert? That Bland was below him in 
mental calibre and in educAtion i^as obvious— to 
Cridcrt ahme, foe it 0aid, bowevw^ tor the r«st of the 
I^uty boarders were far more improased by "iSx. 
Bland'B seveie British reserve than by the geniality 
«< Mr. Chaxies E. Prince. 

"This room" — Comfort overheard M«. Prouty 
mymg to a {nroH^^^tive boards who had come to 
"look ovct" the top floor room advised, and was 
jwfit then paasing Bland's dota: on the way down 
— "is occupied by a Mr, Bland— Mr. William Bland 
who belongs to the nobility in England. He and 
llr. 3iort — such a dlgtipgninhed-Jo(dcijBg mui! — 
are jn Blithedale's. Mr. Short has this room; he 
won't nund if I show you. It has such a lovely view 
of the sun wh^i it ain't smoky. Oh, I'm awfully 
p'tieular who I take, for this ain't a boerding-bouse, 
ytxL know; we're all just like one big family!" 

But tJud;'s really neithn' b£s>e nw there — as Mrs. 
Brottty h««elf would teU you— for as Cricket entwed 
the ^nipg room this particular morning, a shade leas 
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Mithely than Us wont, he was greeted by a remaHc 
from Miss Gladys Prouty who was rather hastily 
consuming her breakfast — ^the result of Mr. Short's 
finality in reaching for the toothpicks. The journey 
to Blithedale's was far more interesting if it werti 
not made alone. 

*'I hear," Miss Prouty interrogated with her 
mouth full, "that you've went in for literachure, too, 
Mr. Cricket?" 

Cricket smiled as he replied modestly: "Not 
quite over my depth, so far. Miss Gladys. Mr. 
Prince wanted me to do an article involving a certain 
phase of international law that has some bearing on 
the present crisis. This is my sole offence." 

"Well, this joint is getting too highbrow for little 
Gladdus, I'm here to tell you," she rose and care- 
fully fluffed her hair, twiddled with the collar that 
rammed into her mednUa oblongata, but fell away to 
a mere nothing in the front — with a suggestion of 
{meumonia if the weather dianged. "Ma and me 
will have to be movin' out to some place where 
they take an intrust in some'n besides gittin* a 
'rally delightful atmosphah, don't you know/ and 
developin' a 'veerility of style." (Cricket lauj^ed in 
genuine amusement at the words in a careful imita- 
tion of Prince's enthusiastic tone.) "Gawsh! I'm 
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tickled to death to git back to the ribbons nex* 
momin'. Come along to work. Shorty ! " 

"True for you, Miss Gladys," Cricket laughed at 
her. "You have the patter of the litt6meur !" 

"Oh, us bugs," she remarked as she flashed through 
the door with Mr. Short, "takes an occasion'! squint 
upward." 

Cricket was silent, but he looked after Miss 
Prouty's "chick" figure through the window with 
a new respect. After all, he had been guilty of 
microscopic investigation with a patronizingly scien- 
tific air I To say that he did not know when Miss 
Woods entered would indicate exactly how deep was 
his revCTie. 

"Oh, here you are, girlie!" It was Mrs. Rrouty's 
voice that aroused him first and brought a comradely 
return of the girl's happy little nod of greeting. 
"Comfort!" Mrs. Prouty was all attention now 
to the wants of the newly arrived. "Bring Miss 
Woods some hot breakfast food. I was just won- 
dering what had became of you, deerie! Did you 
sleep well? I'm thinkin' of gittin' a new mattress 
for your bed; but I suppose you'll be wantin' to take 
a lower-down room one of these days if checks keep 
comin' in so fast! There — ^now git some more 
cream, Comfort — the Ihidtest is in the blue pitcher. 
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I was Btma' s«ne for you. Nobody can't say Fm 
not good to my boardeBs. I don't know what I 
should do without my little family! I was tellin' 
somebody yestiddy that come to see if my skylight 
was vacant, 'Oh, deary me,' says I, 'you can't have 
that — no, indeedy! The yoimg lady that has that,' 
I says, % a promiaiuit novelust an' I love her as if 
she was my own dau^ter.' " 

"Oh, thank you. Mis. Prouty," acknowledged the 
True Princess soltly. "I'm sure I had not even 
thoi^t <A a change! I Icrve that little room. I've 
been there so Imig that no other would seem quite 
like hfflne to me." 

"Then that settles it. I'll buy a new mattress 
this v«7 day." Mrs. Prouty spoke with a proud 
Doagnificence that was swiftly metamcvj^osed into 
aa elephantine coyness as ahe added: "Of course I 
don't know how long you'll be here, thou^, deerie 
— this runnin' off noon hours to a nart exhibition or 
some'n, and to the theatre neatly every night looks 
mighty sugjricioas— don't it, Mr. Prince? Ain't 
it th' trooth, now?" The last query was for Mar- 
tin's benefit as be swung blithely into the room — 
but, whether or not he had heard the previous re. 
mnrk, Kaiherine's painfully flushed cheeks would 
have brought swift assurance of its tenor. 
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"Above ftU ihln«9~^ood morning erwybody. in- 
dudingMr.BIand." ("Sit down, you idiot I" be inter- 
posed in the latter's ear.) "IM ua not havo the truth 
K> early in the monu'ngi I^ater in the day one may 
be able to face disagreeables — but not before mont 
ing ca^ee. "Why, little Faiiy-godmothWr your eyei 
sue as bright this morning as if you had slept on rose- 
petals." 

"I had the voinerfulest dream/* ahe wbjapered 
to him under pretext of repladng a forit. " 'bout 
you an'*— anduh' — you know." With a delicioua 
gurgle of laughter she slipped away to the kitchen. 
When she returned her face vaa doetlely comp<wed, 
save for a suireptitioui wink bestowed upmi Martin 
as Mrs. Prouty was saying: 
"Did you have good seat*. Miaa Woods?" 
"Oh, splfmdid, Itfrs. Frouty," the giri answered 
with soft eagemeea. "I really didn't need Miu 
Vincent's f^>era glasses at all. but it was so kind (d 
her to loan them! And we oould hear almost every 
word!" 

There was in Martin's eyes just that moment the 
sort of look that he often bestowed upon Comfort 
when ahe was revealing to him h^tpily some piti- 
fully meagre deJ^t. How he woidd maike it up to 
them — those two wcmderful childreai who bdieved 
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ID fairies and were so ready to deck in beauty seme 
skeleton <^ good! How he had loved to watch his 
princess the night before, absorbed in the play, 
keen to enjoy the rather subtle bomour, the delicate 
satire of the thing; yet with quick tears or smiles of 
sympathy as some humaner touch appealed to her. 
That swift flashing of her eyes to his for assurance cA 
mutual understanding, of a heart en rapport with 
hers in appreciation, gave him a sensation which 
he had never experienced before. None of the 
women at whose side he had dawdled through a 
musical comedy or diatted through an opera had 
affected him like this. He wondered once, with a 
remnant of the old attitude of mind — was the balcony 
really making him plebeian? 

"Yes; they were good seats. I rather like the 
last row upstairs myself. It gives one such a — er — 
breadth of view, you know." He faltered because 
Bland's eyes had almost popped out of hia head. 

"Oh, sir," began the man, horrifiedly, "did you 
see ..." 

"Shut up. Bland," Martin whispered, under pre- 
text oi picking up his napkin — (it was well that 
Martin had insisted on having Bland sit next!) — 
"and, fco- the love of heaven, don't call me 'sir*." 

There was a silence as Bland gulped his food, and 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts 183 

Cri4^et, who could not hear but interpreted the 
scene in a way that threw his sympathy to the 
Englishman, bided his time. 

"Your cajces is so cold it's jest a crime, Mr. Prince," 
Mrs. Prouty regretted. "If you wait a minute 111 
have some hot ones for you." Martin caught Bland 
eyeing his master's so^y disks with real anguish 
and said jovially: 

"These are all right, Mrs. Prouty. You know if 
I had cakes as good as this when I'm hunting up in 
New Brunswick, I'd think I was in clover." 

"How are the sprigged muslins selling now, 
Mister Bland?" Bland was so agitated that he 
choked over his coffee and supreme misery reigned 
within him. Martin imdertook to explain the 
situation: 

"Mr. Bland — Bill, my old friend — is the most 
enthusiastic dry-goods specialist that I ever knew! 
When we are alone in the evening X cannot keep him 
off the subject. Spri^ed muslins have a fascina- 
tion for him especially. I was sorry that there 
was no opoiing in that department when he applied, 
for he takes really less interest in damasks, but 
Mr. Short has promised him the first vacancy. He 
chatters incessantly about designs and weaves and 
— all that, you know," Martin continued impishly. 
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"1 suppose that 4s why he b so leticent at table. 
K you have ever noticed, he will not menticm ihem 
at all, and when questioned is very «>nservative. 
One must be when one has a hobby, dse one is 
likely to bore others, don't you think so. Cricket?" 
For Martin suddenly caught the Istter's eyes fixed 
upon him. 

"Mr. Bland has my entire sympathy," replied 
Cricket inscrutably and Bland flashed him a grate- 
ful glance as he rose to withdraw,. moving with a 
stately grace to the door. 

"BiU!" Martin's voice choked with mirth as 
the man turned upon the threshold with disguat 
of the world writ large upon his features. "Bill, 
would you hare the goodness to stop at that little 
shop on Columbus Avenue whwe we left my shoes 
the other evening, and see if they are done? I shall 
be detained. I may take dimiM* with Mr. Car- 
rutbos; you need not wait up." Than suddenly 
Martin flawed an imeasy glance about the table, 
but no one seemed to have noticed the words, save 
Cricket. There was a quera* expression in Cricket's 
eyes, and Martin hastily covered the effect of his 
own words and Bland's dbsequious, "Yes, Mr. 
Prince! " with a laughing flippancy as the man clanged 
the outer door. ' 
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"Poor old Blondl At heart he's tiie best fdbw 
in tiw worid — is Bill, but he takes himsdf very. 
very seriously. That is tiw Britidi of it I sappose.** 
Katherine locked across at him with a sadden smile. ' 

"I think that the friendsh^ between you two is 
dmrming. Yon are so different, yet so dose; almost 
like brothers." 

"Mmrtm started. "Brothos?'* He paused; then 
he said slowly: "Yes, I rappose we are~brothers! 
It seems queer, doesn't it? Good tAd Bland — szid 
B>niake his life unbesr^^! " 

"Usually," laughed Katheriae. "it is the older 
brother tiiat is the despot, so perhaps turn about is 
fair enou^." Cricket sent her an oddly approving 
glance which Martin, in his abstraction, did not see. 

"I had not realized that my attitude towan] 
Bland was — unbrothody, Miss Woods" — he was 
thinking idoud, it seemed — "but the trouble is that 
sometimes people are brou^t np all wrong. They 
get the notion — ^Lord knows how it started — that 
because somebody does one kind of work and some' 
body eSse does another kind of work they are not 
related. Scnnebody began sUciDg the sorts of work 
in the w<^d in layers of above and below instead of 
in vertieal divisitms ^^ich would bring tc^ether the 
best workmen in tiwir various 'jobs.'" He smiled. 
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and the smile hdd, to Cricket's notion, an implication 

of regretful superiority — thus it grated on his soul. 

"ThCTc's not such a tremendous difference as aU 
that, is there, Mr. Prince," he drawled gently, 
"between this unjustly divided stratum of magazine 
readers and the stratum of dry-goods clerks — even 
in the present arrangement?" 

The shot went home, and for the first time in her 
life Katherine Woods flashed a hostile glance at 
Cricket — a glance that warned him what the price 
of further enmity to Prince would be. He smiled 
a queer little smile and decided that it wasn't worth 
while. Cricket, you see, was a philosopher. 

"No, there is not so very much difference," Mar- 
tin was saying, with a slightly heightened colour. 
More than any man alive, he beUeved, he hated 
snobbishness, yet it was as futile to try to put 
in one class all the dwellers upon the face of the 
earth as it would be to fit out a machine with all 
the same kind of parts. It was that which he had 
been trying to make clear — which had come home to 
him most keenly in Katherine's idly uttCTed words. 
"No difference at all, in fact, save that the one or 
the other is the better at his particular job. Then 
the fellow that is of the most use in pushing this 
old world on, wins, I think; don't you?" 
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"Quite philosophic," munnured Cricket, with 
gentle satire. 

*'One has a right to be philoBC^hic, Cricket," 
M&rtin s&id with that wiDning smile that had gained 
him friends in a rufBed difecton' meetmg more than 
<H>ce, "when csie has prored that one's theories are 
correct by one's failure in jn-actiring their o|^x>- 
site." 

With generous warmth Cridcet held cmt his hand 
as he passed Martin ui his way to the door. 

*' You're all r^ht. Prince," he said heartily, "but 
I'm afraid that you are rat^her overmodest. I hope 
that your theory regarding xay ability to put over 
that article on intmiational law is not going to be 
di^oroved. ... As far our True Princess bcr^ 
she is positiv^ growing afSuent through your 
maganne" . 

"But it isn't only Mr. Prince's magacme," she 
said eagerly, "it's ever so many others' nowl" 

"And Prince started you oa your careerl" Cricket's 
resignation was mockingly full ni grief. "WdU I 
don't Usme you for going to the greatest Broadway 
success with him — but dcm't forget that my turn 
conoes t<v-ni^t for that new musical comedy. X 
have seats in the first row in the balcony" — he 
coughed wiUi great empna8evuaidr~-"^c fir-r>rst 
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row in the bal-co-ny. Prince! Kindly notice — 

fir-r-rst row!" The trill was absurdly emphatic. 

"Oh, well," grinned Prince, "what can a mere 
magazine reader hope to do against a divinely gifted 
attorney and a popular writer on international law? 
Bye the bye, you are likely to get a cwmnunication 
from Mr. Carruth«rs to-day requesting more of the 
articles." 

"You alarm me," murmured Cricket, lifting an 
eyebrow. "I hope that he does not expect me to 
do them more cheaply by the dozai!" He paused 
on the threshold. "You aren't coming subway- 
ward now. Prince?" 

"No, I must have one more of Mrs. Prouty's ex- 
cellent cakes — ^the hot ones. I'll be along in a few 
minutes, but don't let me detain you." 

"Thanks," dryly, "I shall not." He shrugged 
into his light coat and left them — the girl that he 
loved and the man who, he knew, had left him 
miles behind and was all but in at the goal. It 
takes courage, sometimes, to be a philosopher. 

" The finest chap I have met in many a long day," 
said Martin softly, glancing at the sturdy little 
Sgure which had paused in the area way to hght a 
cigar. "Staunch to the core. No wonder Fairy- 
godmother calls him 'the good Mr. Gnome'I" At 
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that momoit Cricket turned to the windov and 
lifting his hat hi^ in blithe farewell, mounted the 
steps to the street. There was a rush of admiration 
that swelled Martin's heart at that instant — the 
sort of thrill that comes to shut out hint of pity 
whrai a good comrade salutes as he turns on his 
heel to imdertake a mission bound to be tragic. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE silence in tbe mussy breakfast room that 
. followed this burst of enthusiasm on Martin's 
part, thecauseforwhidiKatherine intuitively 
divined, became unbearable to the girl. Most of all 
she had longed for just such preaous moments as these 
where there was none to ui^ upon them the petty 
affairs of daily routine — and yet now that the be- 
loved time had come, womanlike, she fled from it. 
Martin raised grave eyes, in which a twinkle Ixu'ked, 
££ she hesitatingly rose. 

"Surely work is not so pressing that you must 
leave me with a single mouthful of cake uneon- 
sumed?" She flushed hotly under his teasing, and 
"he reflected that be liked her shyness much better 
than the easy, coquettish poise of the women with 
whom he had played the game of hearts lightly 
and prettily. When one expected her to be a 
woman, she proved a child: when one might have 
expected the unwisdom of a child, she astonished him 
with the mystery of her mind — its grasp of things he 
had himself but touched upon. 
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"You see," she told him, "we sere rather disgntce- 
fuUy late. If it were not that you are so unaccount- 
ably a favourite cl Stquoothur's, I fear that some- 
thing wouM be said about keeping the table waiting. 
You are what we used to call at boarding-school a 
r^uhu* teacher's pet." She txied to be very sevoe* 
and quite succeeded in covering up the divine am- 
fusion that filled her with the memory of the night 
before. Did his fingers tingle still with the thought 
of the toudi? Of course they didn't. Only girls- 
were so foolish — ^giris, who, as he had said in that 
dear protectiog way be had, stiU bdieved in fairies I 

"Teacher's pet!" he mused. "WoiJdn't that 
phrase amuse my poor old tutw! How I used ta 
bedevil him! I remember the summer he took me 
to En^dand. . . ." He stopped suddenly — awk- 
wardly. "How I am romancing, to be sure," he 
said with a short laugh. 

She was looking at him with grave, level eyes, eye» 
that for the first time seemed to look into him 
searchingly in simple inability to harmonize this fact 
with his life as she had fancied it. 

"'Tutor,'" she repeated slowly, "'Summer ia 
England.' Doesn't that sound rather — affluent?" 

"Oh, living's cheaper abroad, you know," Martin 
was a bit chagrined to hurl this platitude at her 

DiailizodbvGoOgle 



192 Enckatded Hearts 

— but, to tell the truth, he was suddenly taken, 
"and I was horribly stupid at school! Would not 
study, you know, so Dad made me have coaching 
outside, you see." It was plausible surely — yet 
there was an unaccustomed glibness in the explana- 
tion that did not quite have the stamp of genuine- 
ness. No, it was not (act which assailed her con- 
sciousness, it was a more subtle thing — an indefinable 
intuition. 

"I — see." She caught at the last word in an 
attempt to make reply. Something about him was 
— different, and she looked at him witbgravethought- 
fulness. 

"You speak of affluoice as if it were — a disease," 
he said, not without irritation; for once or twice, in 
abstract discussion of wealth, she had evinced a bit- 
terness that seemed foreign to her gentle nature. 

"Not always," she smiled at him. 

"Suppose you should suddenly discover that I, 
for instance, belonged to the accursed rich" — he 
laughed at her with that winning charm that women 
found it difScult to resist — "would you — quite hate 
me?" 

Ma eyes grew wide with sudden fear and tixea 
abe laughed serenely and mirthfully as a child. 

"No-o; perhaps not, quite. But " 
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"But what?" 

"You would fail to int^est me any longer — 
that's all." 

Martin fell all of a heap. ' 

*'0h!*' he commented, with a world of satire in 
his tone, "is that all?'' 

Katherine smiled in spite of h^s^. 

"Well, you see," she explained, "I lite you be- 
cause you are so tremendously interested in your 
work." 

"Or in yours." He chuckled triumphantly. 

She flushed and laughed back at liim with real 
appreciation. "Quits!" she said. "And you are 
ri^i, of course. I do appreciate the wonderful 
help you have been to me. j^But that is all beside 
the question. If you were not really interested — 
if yon were taking it up as a fad, this sort of thing- 
it would be different." 

"One must work for money, then, to be inter- 
ested?" 

She faltered — caught in her Own mesh. "I'm 
sorry," she said simply, "but, save for the people 
who give themselves up for some great cause, it is 
true." 

/'But suppose," he said, softly, "just suppose that 
I were giving myself up to some great cause— were 
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working with that aJone in view — thinldiig of it by 
day and dreaming of it by night" — (there was a look 
in his eyes that, however much she loved it, however 
much she had longed for it, made her suddenly want 
to run away), "couldn't you foi^ve me, then — 
Katherine? " 

"Dear me!" exclaimed a clear, childish treble at 
the doorway, "I hadn't a mite of a hunch that any- 
body was still at the eatsl" 

With that ddicious understanding which may 
exist only between those who love and know that 
the love of the other is sure, they lodced at each 
other — ^Fairy-godmother's Prince and True Princess 
—and laughed softly. 

"Come here, little Pairy-godmother." Martin 
stretched out his hand to tite child witJi the smiling 
masterfulness that had caused hearts under richer 
material than faded gingham to go pit-a-pat. "I 
want the True Princess to go about the shops witb 
you to-day and see if she cannot find some little 
garments just your size ", 

"But I have pl«ity," protested Fairy-godmother 
shyly. "I really couldn't use any more." Then, 
fearing that she had hurt his feelings, she added 
hastily: "Of course I just love my new handychiffs, 
and my park shoos." 
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"Tea, those that yon got tot my Sundaynschool 
Aoes, wiicre I couldn't go on account of the peel* 
jBg," she reminded faim, "I've been tbree times 
pKriktng and squinelling in tbeta." 

"With sqahrdDni^ ;^ioes and handkereluefs — 
irfcat nHwe could tiie soul of woman want?" Katk* 
oine's eyes twinkled as Ae put the queiy to htm 
TCTjr gacYtfy. Comfnt Io<Aed at her in punted 
attonpC to graap the significance <A the remai^ 
tad with the ^ance came an enthusiastic Dotim. 

Td much rather you got the white feather hat 
for nincess,** she said with startling suddeimess. 

**To be perfectly frank with yen, Rury-god- 
motber,'* Martin reined, tryii^ to hold his voice to 
gravity whes he heard the wnazed littte gasp in the 
deader throat that grew family fxnk, "I ^totdd 
mndt rathn bt^ it; but I am a^aid that she will 
neC let me — yetf It was a mean adranti^e and he 
knew tt. 

Tlie final word Inmught a wonderful flood (rf eotonr 
t« the rose-petal ehecfa of the True Princess. He 
pRm^>tIy absc^red himself; the ^od cntwnlyjnsti- 
fied any means. 

Fauy-godmother's face, which had lifted up at 
tbe be^unii^ <^ his r^Jy, feQ disappointedly'. 
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"It is a diick and princessy little shape," she ad- 
vised him r^retfully, "quite as modish as anything 
we've seen, and white feathers are so good this 
reason! She's promised to buy it as soon as some 
more skinnies come; don't you think that you c»uld 
hustle 'em any?" The beautiful flowerlike face 
•was lifted to his earnestly. The contrast between 
the words and the exquisite fineness of soul that 
^hone through the windows under the broad white 
brow of the artist's child made a queer tightness in 
the throat of the young millionaire who was playing 
at being a beggar prince. 

"I'll tiy, little (airy girl," he said g^itly; "but 
meanwhile take this" — ^he tucked a bUI into her 
hand — "and ask the Princess to go with you, as 
soon as she can find time, to choose some little things 
— chick little modeds," he smiled, "for yourself." 

The child imfolded the bill and gazed at it cur- 
iously. She had never seen one just like it before, 
and as Martin caught the swift expression of de- 
lighted surprise that flitted across the face of the 
^1 who stood there, the warmth of benevolence to 
which he had been a stranger for more days than 
ever b^ore in his life glowed about his heart. His 
generosity was gaining him applause from the most 
select and exclusive audience in the world! A hint 
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of the thought flashed into his mind — ha was far 
more nearly mentally honest than benefactors ot his- 
class are like to be — and seared the joy a bit. Kath* 
erine was glad and proud of him for being g^i^ 
ous to a little boarding-house slavey! He did not 
dare to tell her that in his possession was a Browne 
canvas for whose beauty and meaning to him he 
could never pay — though he had given for it more 
bills like that in the childish palm than he cared 
to contemplate, since no appreciable fraction of them 
had ever reached the widow of the straying artist> 
or his baby girl. 

Fairy-godmother punctiliously returned the biH 
to its original cHsp folds and handed it back to 
him gravely. 

"It is a very nice newy one," she said, gently, so 
that he might not be hurt, "but you*d better put it 
in the bank, for you might be sick again. Be>- 



"Besides what, Fairy-godmother?" Martin waa- 
honestly aghast at her refusal. He felt, in fact*. 
rather foolish. 

She drew her straight brows together in a con- 
scientious effort to make the thing clear to him. 

"Well, you see, fairy godmothers don't needl 
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tUagt for HnaxBdvea," she explained slowly, iili'niit 
A IhuhI into his to take away tbe sting ot the woHi; 
<Be muat not hurt a mortal heart evea to upUd 
fahy tradition; "so they don't talre things. Ilk^y — 
^ey just — give 'em." 

And Charies Martin, the ben^actor, the son^t 
after> the flattered and coddled millionaire, suddenly 
m,w things with fairy eyes — and knew that asiile 
&gm the love <A two piii«-hearted believers in faine^ 
3ie was T«iy, very pow indeed! 

Faiiy^^pMlmotheT had danced away to the kttdiefl, 
and Martin's eyes, as he raised them to the girlX 
had a new humility in them that her heart yearned 
ov^. What a boy he was, she thought; and how 
isnocoitly cruel a child may be! 

"You do so much! " she said to him gently. " Yott 
smst not spoil us all. Think of what you have 
done iar me!" It was her dear way of comforting 
lum, he knew that. It was an odd sensaticm; he 
never r^nembered a woman's binding up his wounds 
before. "It's— it's been i^endid! Really, Til coiH 
JicsB: if that first story had not been accepted belom 
I knew you, I might have thought — ^I should ha,ve 
thoo ^ t," she strengthened her words brsvdy* 
"that your influence had something to do with it— 
tlutt your knowing me made a difference." 
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Dopite kimsdf Martin ww sUrtied to lutve hcr» 
JM the c^iildreB satj in games, "getting w aiuwa. ** 
StOl he had the feeling that one of these diqrs W 
AnnW have to face a partial oonfession of the tnrth 
at least, and he wanted to know how she had reaaoaed 
oat the matter in her own mind. 

"Fkxiah the thou^t, Frineesa KatbenB^*" he 
mmk lightly. "Mr. Canmthers has final say ahniya. 
Noae couU move him even if he would." ^e mm^ 
doed BOW how thqr were going to c3q>Iam wm 
pdrficatita.) 

**Yes, I know," thoo^tfully; ''bat it was — od(L 
He amfc it badk at first, you know." 

"ReaUy?" His astonishmeiit was we& {dgaed. 

"Yea; and then, just a few days afterward — 1«<» 
diya before yoa cam^ I belkve it was — \ recdred • 
aiee letter from him explaining tiiat they had aot 
aeant to send it back at alt That the wrong cazd, 
or somediing, had got into the manascTipt— a mistafce 
of the mailing person's — and that he had int^Kled 
t* offo- me a hundred doUars for it and ask to >ea 
aaathN- tme right away! Two hundred whole doi* 
lass! I did not know there was so mudt mtmef 
hitheworid!" tremukxisly. 

*'Foor little soul!" The look in his eyes agani 
made his Princess rash ahead in delicions confusiaKS 
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''Perhaps ever so many undiscov«%d mistakes 
■occur that way in magazine editorial rooms! It is 
inexcusable cardessness!" 

Martin shook his head Tnth a weight at gravity 
At the shocking affair. "Carelessness, my dear girl, 
is the curse of the age!" 

"That check made my life ovct, Mr. Prince," 
fihe smd dreamily. "No one" — she paused and made 
a swift mental reservation to those words, for she 
knew that some day she would tell him all about the 
little white box and the friendly squirrel — "no one 
will ever know how near I came to " 

"Don't say it, True Princess," he pleaded in 
genuine grief, laying his hand swiftly over hers, and 
wiAdrawing it as swiftly when she gave a little gasp 
at the shock of it. "That sort of thing is a coward's 
way of solution at best." 

"I — I know," she falt«%d. "I, least of all, should 
Ihink of it, for the horror and the evil of that way 
out of things has been brought very close home to 
anel" Her slender fingers went to her throat and 
Sot a second the lovely face was white in her effort 
ioT control. "I — didn't mean to be a baby," she 
:added swiftly with a misty smile. "All I meant to 
■confess was that Mr. Carruthers saved me from 
desperate thoughts and a struggle to — ^to ke^ on 
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with life." She was standing at the foot of the staira 
in the dusky hall-way, and her face was in shadow*- 
but he knew the tears lurked near. 

"It is a struggle no longer?". He could not trust 
himself too near her, so. quite as if he were indeed 
the practical young business man that he pretended 
to be, he reached for the neat and serviceable ready- 
made top coat which was Bland's abhorrence. He 
was trembling like a schoolboy. That dark days- 
should have come to his princess when he was not by 
to help! That the unsdfish soul of her should have 
been so nearly overwhelmed with its burden! A 
single sob, the merest chddng of tears as she spoke to< 
him there from the shadows, and he would have 
taken her in his arms and poured out the whole story^ 
of his love, of what he planned to do for her, of the 
visioned future in which she was to be a real princess. 

Instead, at his question, she laughed — the love- 
liest, gurgliest laugh in the world, that welled from a 
sold content and at peace, and poured itself forUi 
gt^denly as the song of a bird I 

"A struggle!" She clasped h» hands in delight*' 
"It*8 fun! Oh, I never thou^t it possible to lov« 
living — ^}ust living — as I do now! I can hardly wait 
to get to my typewriter! I have to say to myself: 
'Now, Katherine Woods person, you must take a 
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widk! Mr. Fnnce, vbo iua a, kindly ndcfcst in 
your BtoriesT says thi^ you must take propv exatmo 
everyday.' So I walk, oad walk, and waUc! Hit is 
aRmshiny, it is ^orious — all glinty and goldy; if it is 
laining, it is glonous, too — little sputbery (fanps 
ifia^ring on my nose and agmost my dteelts jwt 
like tfae mt kisses <^ litUe baby hiiies." 

^"You're the deaicst dear tluA the fairies ever 
pomflied to Hve out d FairylaDdr' fie was 6mw~ 
ing nearer and his voice was deep and dangjenxidly 
4ki31ing. SfaeliastenedimtoiiKaasequaitialtliiDifl^ 
She saw him reach out his haiMl blindly, gropingly', 
aokd, with the instinct vt w>aiiiaa who knows that ma 
hne is so potent as of that which is out of Peach, she 
clasped her hands idly behind her head and leaned 
against the wall with face provt^iii^y u^juned. 

"I hnd the most ^rious day *d all yesterdaj,** 
dw toU him with an ^andon of jogrousnets that 
(^ve Ok tones of her voice a luscious sweetBcs. 
^It was an otgy!" 

"What did you do— spoid twenty-five cents l» 
bm^eoo v^ien you coidd have got ime th^ would 
At for fifteen, or did yon give your best frodt to 
sane one who looked needy?" 

liartin lealised that he was fatuously in love, 
but ke was hdpless against it. He wanted to be 
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2K^les8. He knew tJiat he had never in his life 
been so <ieliriousIy happy as he was at that miHnent, 
standing th«-e in the du^s^ faalj-way at a middle- 
class bcMudiog-house oeu: to the girl Ua irfaoin he 
had <x>i»e to care so passiooateiy that nothing in 
the whole world mattered save that which cotxienied 
her. And the delidous game they were playing; 
surety no finished coquette of his acquaiatanee 
oould have kept him in that exquisite balance for 
so long a time! He knew that his eyes told the 
«toiy each time that they re^ed deep m hers; he 
knew, too, that her s^itive nerves quiveped at his 
lightest touch; yet it was as if she feared that mortal 
words would turn the wonder of the fairy gift to dross. 

" You aze not listening to me," she accused, softly — - 
breathlessly.fo&bewasveryaear. He started guiltily. 

"... And, as we were feeding the squirrds 
in the pwk, I told Fairy-Godmother that story of 
yours — ^about how a lad had cuoe there and had 
sat on the bench — poor ami friendless and desper- 
ate" (he did not know what memories the stozy 
had awaked in her!) "having nowhere to go — when 
a squurd climbed upon his knee and wait into 
his pockets and found there a peumt 1^ from the 
lunch of two d<^s beftne. I think you said that he 
had not had anything to eat for two days? " 
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"Two days," Martin replied gravely, "and then 
only peanuts. It was dever of tie squirrel. I be- 
lieve that it gave the lad a job finaUy, didn't it?" 

•'Don't jest about it," pleaded Katherine gently. 
"I love that story! You s^d that it had happened 
to some one whom you had heard about — some fa- 
moiis person or other" — she paused with a little 
swallow of something in her throat— "but I — knew 
— who it was right away ! That poor, lonely, friend- 
less lad was — you /" 

"I?" Martin was so actually aghast that he 
stepped back. "I? Good lord!" 

"Yes, you! You couldn't deceive me for one 
moment!" 

"A woman's intuition is the most wonderful thing 
in the world!" he committed, humorously non- 



"And — I liked to think of you — that way," the 
little True Princess went on. "I mean, we did — 
Fairy-godmother and I — ^tor I told her what I had 
discovered. We spoke of how we wished that we 
could have known you then and — ^helped you." 

"A woman's sympathy ia the most wonderful 
thing in the world." The words were almost the 
same, but the tone was again reaching the danger 
point, so she hurried on: 
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*'And then I came home and worked like mad — 
poimded away on a story that I'm sure is quite the 
best I've ever done.^;See how hard I worked! I 
broke my nail!" """- 

She held out the hand to him, and he really meant 
to take it and examine the blunted pinky nail quite 
sdentificaJiy but — somehow — as he lifted it to his 
bent head, it suddenly quivered against his hps — 
The faintest imaginable soupgon of perfume clung 
to it and made him a bit dizzy — c^, what's the 
use? Martin, the austere (so far as love was con- 
cerned), the rigidly self -mastered Martin, who had 
escaped the lure of moonhght nights on luxur- 
ious yachts, and love among the ruins of old gard^is 
across the sea, lost his head in the dusky, ill- ventilated 

hallway of But it really was not that at all, 

you know, for a fairy godmother had been at work 
upon the lives she wanted to influence. Suddenly 
it was a palace about them, and he was a prince in 
very truth for he had caught the slender, swaying 
form of the True Princess and held it throbbing 
delirioiisly against him while his lips crushed down 
upon hers! 

"Only three new spots on the tablecloth!" an- 
nounced Fairy-godmother surfmsedly in the dining 
room. "What d'ye know about that?" 
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IT IS a platitude that nothing so aerves to arouse 
and maintain a romantic int^est as a touch of 
> mystery in the beloved — a pool of the Other 
Self that defies all fathoming. If Martin felt this 
in regard to Katherine, her own consciousness was no 
less keen to acknowledge itself d^^htttdly baffled 
at times in its attempts to understwid him wholly. 
It was not so much an occasional haphazard ad- 
mission — sudi as the rather unusual education he 
had received in some respects — as the fact that 
he afterward attempted to cover up or explain 
away such revealments in a boyishly futile sort of 
■way. 

Had he not appeared himself to be disturbed by- 
such matters, undoubtedly they would have passed 
frcnn her mind at once. She was not of a suspicious 
nature, nor was her head accustomed to question 
her heart's judgment. She had not been out in the 
world of men long enough, nor had she elbowed it 
closely enough, to feel a hostile inquisitiveness to- 
ward her fellow creatures. A divine fauy god- 
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moUier at ber dbristening had givoi her the gift «f 
eeeing beauty, and she saw it evoywhere. Even in 
het darkest moment, it bad been pain that had 
beset her — ^pain and a sense of the futility of things — 
not a vision of sordidness or of the hideous cunning 
of hypocrisy and lust. And there are — who will 
readily deny it? — dignity and majesty and beauty 
in the pain that is apart ftom these, a pain that comes 
— ^must come — ^with the ceaseless struggle of the 
spirit to subdue uid master the demands of the flesh. 

So it wasthat vdien she unleashed her heart to follow 
its own will, it gave itself utterly, uuquestionin^y, 
vith a completeness that needed a mighty proof — 
and not haphazard ooinddencea — to bring it to a 
pause in its heatUoog, passionately glad following 
of an ideal at last dothed in fleshl 

llie lesson that the faiiy-loving heart of Kathet^ 
ine ioA need to leam was that tha« is no ideal 
which can be poifectly clothed in fiesh; in the 
vtxj transition from its own reality to the grosser 
medium of its eiqiression there must be lost some of 
the power, the completeness of perfection. The real 
Charies Martin was all that, and more than, even 
de could discover and believe to be the prince of 
her dreams; but in his human effort to ddineate him- 
hJI acouiate^ through the thirty years that he had 
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lived, what wooder if, occasionally, he had made 
false lines, wavering, unsure — ^which perhaps he had 
vainly tried to rub out as he saw more true? What 
a glory there is to be if, indeed: 

"Hie Master alone shall praise us, and the Mastn 
alone shall blame." 

And there will be found in erasures (that have 
fair worn holes in the stuff we draw upon!) evidence 
of our true self's divine dissatisfaction with what 
we have done! It is youth alone — strong, beau- 
tiful, intolerant human youth — that demands a 
sheet free from smudgings, innocent of tentative 
sketches that we have drawn in an effort to make our 
work a masterpiece! And Katherine Woods was 
yomig — and she loved, deeply, passionately, utterly, 
with an abandon that demanded all even as she 
gave all. Life is veiy hard sometimes for clear- 
visioned, uncompromising youth! 

The day whose morning had held a dawn of a 
glorious future for Fairy-godmother's Prince and 
Princess whUed itself away in a rosy dream for 
both of them. Martin was finally forced into a 
whimsical apology to Carruthers for a gross neglect 
of duty — as he phrased it — an apology which was 
followed by a boyish hint of the true state of his 
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mind, and oddly enough brought forth the most en- 
thusiastic joviaHties from the elder man. 

Kathmne, after dawdling over her typewriter in a 
haze of delicious memories, finally ceased striving 
to bring her thrilling body into duteous service and 
wandered off to the park to sit upon the selfsame 
bench that had supported the anguished little person 
of a few weeks before. The robins sang, the earth 
was warm and sweet and lovely, and she was a prin- 
cess indeed! What marvel that, woman-like, her 
thoughts ran on and she dreamed a tiny cottage in 
an inconspicuous suburb where birds might sing in 
a wee garden, as they did all about hw there that 
day, and where, in a chintz-hung study, she might 
write wonderful love stories that were somehow 
more real to her now than the tragic themes of only 
a month ago? Always he was ihere — her man, her 
prince; sometimes swinging home to her through 
the dusk, sometimes sitting in the living room that 
she had already fancied walled with the books they 
both loved, the light resting upon his finely modelled 
head and shoulders. ... He was reading aloud 
to her as she sewed — ^for she had a womanly love 
of dainty needlework. And he Would storm, perhaps, 
with that deUcious masterfulness aa he once had — 
about her injuring her eyes with hemstitching 
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Such a sodden catdi in hear tfafoat aixl sbeb & divine 
flush came over ber lovely girlisb face that a v«U- 
gsrb«d, rather geod-Jot^ing yotmg male who was 
idly wstciung- her as he sauntered aknig accepted 
it as a tribute to his peraooal attractiveness and-, 
drawing near, 3poke to hvt aniUngly: 

**HaTe you any abjection if I nt cm this benc&, 
too?" He was not in the least a wicked young man 
— only a ratiies- over-latoous, s^-oonfident one, and 
her gentle reply coikpsed the b&bHe ot his seU- 
e?te«n tnme swiftly than a prudish ignoring ed his 
lesnaxk wonld havie done: 

"Not in the least," ^^eref^ed with s sweetly iatoa~ 
i^ed aloofness, as she rose with the dignity of a tnie 
pi&eess and swmiglA'thdy cm her homeward way. 

That evexting Martin canc^ed the eDgagemeat 
he had had to dme with CarruthetB and ruihed ta 
the subway that should bear him to the dingy boaid- 
ing-honse. At least he would haye a vision tjl his 
princess before Cricket carried b« {^ to the absurdly 
emphasized "first row in the balcony. . . ." 
Confoond Cricket, anyhow. . . . WeB, only 
an infinttesmtal time that he should have to endure 
that sort of thii^ viewed in the ligbt of a long, 
glorious futnre of having her aH to himself! Only 
two mwe days c^ keeping her in ignimuice of his 
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real identity, for in three days Reeves was to return 
to assume his former position and Othello's occupa- 
tion would be gone! Not quite, however, for Cer- 
ruthers had wrung a half-way promise from him that 
he would act as B sort of consulting editor. They 
couldn't spare him enlirrfy — couldn't go back to 
things without him after having had a taste of what 
he could do for them if he would. 

Nothing that had ever happened to Martin in his 
business career had pleased him quite so much as 
this praise from Carruthers — for Carruthers waa 
bluntly frank usuaHy. . . . Two days I He 
planned to tell her of It on the evening of Memorial 
Day. They had an engagement for that evoiing; 
it was to be a little supper somewh€»e — Katherine 
did not know where but Martin did. Everybody 
Would be out of the way by that time and he would 
be free to introduce her to some of hie old haunts — 
not the tawdry fitter of lavish display whidi he had, 
with the soul of a gentleman, always loathed— ^ut 
a certdn softly lifted, oddly artistic little place 
sought out by beauty lovers like herself. It was 
there that he would reveal himself to her as the prince 
indeed — ^the prince who should give her all that stem 
life had hitherto dented of luxury and beauty and 
loving protecUon. 
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When he entered, he met Fairy-godmothCT,, who 
was scampering down the stairs. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "we didn't know that you 
w»% coming home to dinner! I bet the peas won't 
go round. We just used what we had left from last 
night becuz Princess was going out to dinner with 
Mr. Gnome!" She paused, hesitating over her 
request. "Would you please go kind of easy on the 
peas? You see, Stepmother will blame me for tell- 
ing her that you prob'ly wouldn't come." 

He smiled down at her, patting the slim hand. 

"I promise to go easy on the peas. Fairy-god- 
mother; in fact, I'm reaJly not one whit hungry." It 
was true. He suddenly felt as if he could not eat a 
mouthful of food at a table where a vacant chaiir — 
two vacant chairs, worse luck ! — were staring him out 
of countenance and causing him to remember what 
he was missing and what Cricket — again confound 
him! — was lucky enough to be enjoying. An in- 
spiration seized him as he glanced down at the wist- 
ful little face which seemed to understand his trouble; 
at least he coidd talk freely of his Princess to the 
only being in the world who understood. 

"If Stepmother will let you," and he made up his 
mind that Stepmother would, if she had to be bribed, 
*'will you come somewhere to dinner with me, 
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Fairy-godmother? And afterward, we'll go to see 
— er — sometliing — I'll think about that during din- 
ner — something that we should like." 

Fairy-godmother drew a long breath of astonish- 
ment. 

"Not mef" she breathed in ecstasy. 

"You, indeed, Fairy-godmoth«:; who else?" Her 
delight gave him the guiltiest feeling that he had had 
in many a long day. Fairy godmothers who don't 
**need things tor theiiselves" are often forgotten. In 
affectionate favours and thoughtfulness, apparently, 
as in everything else, the demand miist antedate the 
supply. ^ 

"Now run along and get ready and 111 see Step- 
mother and arrange it with her. Meet me here in, 
say, half an hour." He treated the matter with 
the importance that it deserved. Fairy godmother 
paused about halfway up the stairs in sudden con- 
sternation. She clasped har hands haplessly before 
her: 

"I don't believe that I've a single thing to wear!" 

She did not understand why her beloved prince 
fell weakly against the wall with the ejaculation: 

"Oh, woman, woman!" 

"Do you think that the dress I had on Sunday^ 
and my squirrelling shoes, will do?" 
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"Vm aure of it, Fairy-godmother." 

Sxich a night of ecstatic joy Fairy-godmotlier had 
never known in all her life, for the Stepmother waa 
too dipl<unatic to resist the occupant of the second 
floor front which was "too «cpensive for anybody 
to rent." 

The True Princess heard all about it. They had 
** lots of things imd ice <3«am with the cunningest little 
cakes" at a place whei« there was "w(»merf ul musics." 
and where the waiter saved her as if she had been a 
trooly-rooly grown-up lady. To tdl the truth, the 
obsequious waiter who, taking his cue from Martin* 
treated her with a somewhat grandiloquent dignityi 
was her model from that time on in h^ serving at 
table. In the somewhat dour days that w«« destined 
to follow so soon, she unconsciously elicited a smile 
from the gravdy silent Cricket more than once by 
a flourish of plates and the whisking of a napkin 
laid over her arm. 

Martin realized that be could have discovered 
a no more nearly satisfactory way in which to while 
away an evening which was destined, in the nature 
of things, to be restless and abstracted. Fairy-god- 
mother needed no formalities of eitartainnient. 
She revelled in her surroundings. It was as if 
some one had waved her own magic wand. It sur* 
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prised and pleased him to discover that her spon- 
taneoiis ddight was hdd duteously in leash of s<^ 
expression; and it amused him to note that her 
manner was an impeccable copy of her beloved 
Princess's. 

Fortunately, a well-known and popular whimsical 
fantasy was playing at xmt of the theatres, and 
Comfort, who had never in her small life entered 
a playhouse, gazed with breathless wonder that 
1^ untouched no detail of beauty. Suddenly she 
gave a little start and responded with a friendly smile 
to the interested gaze of some one who was sitting 
not far away ... a very lovely some one 
with red lips that parted smiling at the wonder- 
filled gray eyes. Comfcrt leaned over to Martin 
and whispered d^ghtedly: "I 'most thou^t that 
pretty lady was the Princess; please locJc, quick I" 

Martin smiled at the "pretty lady" as if he knew 
her rath^ well and, excusmg himself with grave 
formality, he left Comfort and made his way toward 
her, swiftly effecting an exchange of seats with 
a benevolent dderly couple who sat next to her. 
As he and Comfort took their places, with the latt» 
seated car^uUy next to her "pretty lady," Martin 
commaited, by way of introduction: 
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"A most wonderful likeaess has been discovered 
in you by my little Fairy-godmother, Mrs. Ogden; 
won't you let her tell you about it? I'm sure that 
DO further introduction is necessary, for you, too, 
believe in fairies — else you would not be here." 

"Perhaps," Mrs. Ogden laughed at him, shpping 
a soft, gloved hand over Comfort's, "perhaps I'm 
trying to bring back a former faith!" 

"Then I have greater pleasure in presentiog to 
you one who will give you all the needed proof and 
encouragement. Comfort, from now on you are 
to have Mrs. Ogden under your godmotherly 
wing." 

Comfort smiled a shy little »uile and asked quite 
seriously: 

"Are you really and truly in earnest? I'd like 
to, if you mean it, because you are so very pretty, 
almost as pretty as the True Princess!" 

Mrs. Ogden laughed with heightened coloiu*. 

"Thank you, dear," she said gently. "I am 
glad that you think that. I'm sure you would be a 
very cheery sort of person to know if one were down- 
cast." 

"She is," asseverated Martin; "and I will have 
you know that being placed next in d^ree to the 
Princess of oiu- realm is a great honour. I'm tre- 
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mendously glad that you chanced to come to-night. 
The fairies must have plamied this, too." 

"At the last moment Miss Prudhomme deserted 
me — OT at least cannot arrive until late in the per- 
formance — so I'm rather glad myself, you see. Tlus 
is far better than Misa Prudhomme, for she doesn't 
believe in fairies. And now let me hear all about 
the Princess." 

"I've be«i talking about bet all evening," Comfturt 
remarked with d^ghted candour. "Mr. Prince 
just loves to hear about her." 

Comfort never understood why Mrs. Ogden 
laughed with such a spontaneous teasing gurgle — 
just like the Princess — or why the beloved prince 
seemed to join in her mirth a bit imwillingty. 

"Mrs. Ogden knows of her by her *spon&ors-in- 
baptism' name, Fairy-godmother," he said as if 
indeed one must say something, "so she will be 
particularly interested in the story of the rosdeaf, 
you know," 

"Oh, do you?" Comfort was eager, and MrsI 
Ogden rrised her brows at Martin inquiringly. 

"Our newest and most promising contributor, 
Katherine Woods," he said. "Perhaps you did not 
know that we all live at the fairy boarding-house?" 

Mrs. Ogden ^ook her bead and the soft, gloved 
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himds suddenly dencbed in her lap — ft small matter 
which neither Martin nor his Uttle guest of the 
evening noted. 

*'0-oh!" she breathed very soltly. "I'm sure 
that I shall want to hear — a great deal!" The house 
dariiMied and the curtain rose and they were in 
FairylaiMi 

"All about the princess" filled the interstices left 
in the discussim ol the delighta and probabilities 
of the fairy-play; and the powers of fairies in goiaal 
in guiding the destinies of mortala. It was a vary- 
mu<^-int»tsted Mrs. Ogdai who asked all atxts of 
qu^ons about the princess and a voy-^nuch- 
d^ighted fairy godmother who answered than all in 
explicit detail. Now and thei Martin, in goicaal 
rather abstracted and inclined to leave them to 
themselves, interposed an explanation about Fairy- 
godmothw he>self> and her relation to the destinies 
of the boatding^ioose. He e^qilained, too. about 
Comfort's father of whom Mrs. Ogden seemed to 
know a great deal» and they esdianged glances oc- 
casionajily whidh weve f uU of a mutual undo^tanding. 

"Peeling, you know, is our regular job," be in- 
fonoed Mrs. (htd^i on one of these oocasitms, ''po- 
tatoes and cucumbers in seasMn and—what else is 
pedable. Faity-godmother?" he quiued. 
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"Qafgyvaa, moa'^t" db« oonlcssed, raetuHy, "amd 
tbejr do aqniz^ one's eyes sol The Princess tMi^t 
me to smy ^me's,' " ske added piwidly. 

PcffaapB il was the thoi^t of tlw "ta^jrans." 
that squbded Mrs. C^cn'a cyea, for — as the stagy 
of the Fkinceas and the skylight room that let in the 
stars, and the pennies, that tried to take the place 
of the skinny envelc^>ea was tcAd bit by bit — by 
interpolatioQS an Martin's part and by inferesee aa> 
•mli as hy phzaae — there waa a miatiiKSA m ber 
eye» wad a cbokuji in her tjuroat It was.w^ that. 
Mlsa. Prudhotinte slipped into her place just then 
aad the cooversatiftt beceiae quite lormaL MaarUn, 
hevewet,. ^impsed the BusthMsa and his heart 
wamledtohersUddenly. There waaaomethiagaboMt 
hta, after all, not uidike the Tnte Pthkcbs. albeit it 
had takes F^^-godmothex to diacloae it to bun. 

"You wece the first, Mr. Carruthersi told ma to 
see ]ffomtae in her." Jbe said i& a knr tone that some- 
how h^ eozofort^ '^ wt shall loshe you her goad 
ffury in 0^^." Then ma tbaA hi his eyes. s» he 
spoke of his. Princess inhidi laade Mrs. Ogden's as- 
sttzaioce upon 006- point doiiUy sure. 

"That means more to me than ywt can ever 
know," she replied simply. "FroMi te^ni^t on I 
shall believe in fairies!" 
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Despite a really delightful sensation wM<^ accom- 
panied the novel events of the evening, Martin felt 
that many more hours than his watch indicated had 
passed since that golden momdit of the morning. 
Frankly he faced the true name of the feeling that 
welled up within him and made him click his teeth 
grimly as his wi^eful Hstening in the dark of hia 
room was rewarded by hearing a soft, low laugh 
respond to an inaiidible sally of Cricket's. 

After all, this custom in his own world of having a 
watchful dragon in attendance upon the umnarried 
who are seekii^ amusement together in public is 
an almighty good one! "^lat was bis wrathful de- 
cision as he thumped his pUlow. How could he 
know that, starry-eyed in the disii-lit upper hall, 
his True Princess wafted a yearning good-night to 
him through the insensible door which vacantly 
faced her, and then ^ed almost guiltily up the second 
flight ol stairs? And how could he know that Cricket 
was softly pacing the hall of the lower floor, with bis 
fingernails cutting mto his pahns, telling himself 
that it was, of course, no more than he had known 
all along? The turn of phrase which had made her 
laugh softly as she left him iheK was Cricket's way 
of meeting his fate. 
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MARTTN* awoke refreshed and gay, jubilaat 
that only another thirty-six hours re- 
mained ere he could appear in his true 
character. He hastily flung his bath robe about him 
and lopped o£E to the so-called "private bath" — a 
rather unscientifically improvised attachment which 
seemed to lack structural unity with the rest of the 
house. As he defiantly hurled out bits of gay operas 
while the water whirred into the enamelled tin, he 
was thoughtfully cutting down the aforesaid period 
of thirty-six hours into twelve. Why not to-night? 
To-morrow, Memorial Day, was a holiday and would 
be a hodgepodge of plans — loud-voiced- suggestions 
of outings and that sort of middle-class thing which 
got on his nerves. If only she knew before then, he 
might telephone Peters to have the big car meet them 
somewhare and they would slip away for a long, 
^orious drive through the country — ^the very thing 
he had been dreaming about. Think of it! With 
her at his side — voicing her delight in that delidous^ 
impulsive, gurgling way she had! There was a pic- 
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turesque little place where they would have dinner— 

and then return in the early, fragrant dusk ! 

That settled it! He would tell her that night. 
No reason on earth why he should wait until fairly 
forced into it by his disappearanoe from the position 
of reader for Mr. CsuTuthexsl Certainly not! 
He fiung himself into the clothes which the impec- 
cable Bland had placed for him tbe night before — 
so much indulgence in service Abutin hjtd allowed 
him — and raced downstairs. 

Hiere was between them that absurdly ddicious 
formality which thrills with hidden undastandingj 
and ake swiftly acqoiesoed in the changed fian. Of 
course she loiew nothing <tf the beautiful scheme 
for Memorial Day. It was to be told hex that 
ni^^t, he reflected gleefully. Was it just possible 
that to her, too, a day in which they were not to- 
gether seemed an intenninable affair— a day which 
any calendar were fofJish to acknowledge oti an 
equal footing with days that stood out in their 
memories as redJcAtor days? What w<»der if, 
for the first time> since his «(Huing to the IVouty 
boaxding-house, he demanded especial service from 
Bland that evening and grew really irritaUe once ar 
twice when results did not meet his fastidious ex- 
pectations? 
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In th« oaae (d tW IVue Pivuxai,.Fmj-godma&tT 
was called intA service, Ux hea «wi|t, afcradw fiiig»a 
could nuuiag^ hooka that se^Eked longing to jab into 
lacy toUs which lured tbem; and it was hm ^wing; 
tribute that sent the little writ» cS st^HJes away , 
from the skflit^t room as happy-^kearted as Cinderella 
herself when she met the approval of the littde *M 
woman in the high hai. 

"Ob, True Princess, you're the bewtifid«st thing 
in the whole wide woild!" 

So the Prmc« ihou^i aa she came down tb& 
stairs, buttoning her white gloves, the bubbly hair 
crowned with a auartly aimi^ broad-brinuned hat 
that deepoied the shadows lurking about the soltly 
luminous, childlike eyes. 

The feeling ot whic^ Martin was most cooscious, 
that evcoing, was [uide in hee — her ddicate air of 
distincticm, ber ^acinus unconsciousness of all save' 
himaeU, ha quiet ddight in the picturesque haunt 
that he had chosen Cor the settiag <d the great 
moment of his romance (as he liked to think it!), 
even the bau^ty little faahitHi ei Vi\ing hw chin, 
and that aristocratic poise of h^ bead. that be had 
first noticed and named "lt»rdlike." What a Uttie 
thoroughbred she was — this girl bom in the Southern 
rectory! Save for the richness ol a. new woodez 
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thrilling in her voice — the faltering of her eyes be- 
fore his joyously ardent gaze — ^be might be no more 
to her than the merest acquaintance. Woman- 
like, she was divided betwe^i a longing to hear him 
say the wdrds that she knew trembled on his tdngue, 
and a desire to hold fast that delicious moment 
when they both knew-^but not in mere phrases! 

Every commonplace utterance in that new caress- 
ing tone of his vibrant voice thrilled her, each glance 
that she was brave enough to meet. They laughed 
at inconsequences and played at reading each other's 
thoughts in the fashion of lovers of every station the 
world over. How could he break this marvellous 
spell of love's weaving by Idling her baldly who he 
was? What mattered it, indeed? What wbs a 
mere name compared to being her prince; inherited 
lands and stocks and bonds when viewed in the light 
of a fortime which he had won for himself? So 
madly sure he was that he possessed the golden 
treasure of her k»ve that he played with his assur- 
ance, let it tease htm with its blessed nearness. It 
is only those who half fear their fate who must put 
it to the test at once. 

She glanced at the back of a man, who was pass- 
ing their table h deux, talking so volubly to his 
companion that he did not see them. Martin fol- 
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lowed the directioD of her gaze and smiled rdievedly 
when he saw that th^ were not recognized. 

"I seem to be hamited by my friend, Le Jetme," 
he smiled at her. "I'm ^ad not to be overpowered 
by his French again!" 

jShe laughed. "But you seem to have known 
several people who dined here to-night." 

"Bowing acquaintances only, thank Heaven!" 
he ejaculated piously. "I had no notion, however, 
that I should see any one I knew. I fancied that 
everybody was out of town by this time." 

"Everybody?" she repeated, faintly puzzled. 

"Oh — everybody that is anybody. ... I 
beg your pardon! That's an inane phrase; I 
mean " 

"I understand perfectly," she smiled at him inno- 
cently. "You mean any one who has done things 
that matter — like M. Le Jeune, for instance." 

"Er — yes," he agreed with mingled relief and 
chagrin. He was glad that he had told Carruthers 
that he was going to collect points of view. Jove! 
he needed it ! 

"I'm frightfully ignorant about M. Le Jeune," 
she confessed presently, adding in soft appeal: 
"Tell me, what has be done that I should know 
about?" 
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"Ofc, odds and ends of things in landscape — he goes 
at things m a new way — ^is distingmshed I suppose 
diiefly for his lighlii^s. Personally I liked his 
'NoiSMnie' best. It's a genuine litfle masterpiece." 
He laughed a little in unexplainaMe emIjOTrassmeiit 
as be added, "Sowebody has bought it, I beUerc, for 
the MetropolitaB tcad it has jnst been accepted. 
I'm mighty giad that it got thpiw^. Usually a 
(etlow has to be ^dead a Hundred years, you know, 
b^ore he gets any recognition. BsS a dosen vid 
conservatives nearly swooned when 'Do^y' Voflc 
made % as a reward of virtue — sana patron — and now 
somebody is boosting Le Jeune wbo basn't the real 
sti^ to do it unaided periiapa. I like Le Jeune and I 
admire his work. I can't see why these tiiaps who 
axe likely to be awarded a place witii the i^ timers 
caat have a few latirdb wliile they are alive." Hie 
glance tliat he received gave him infinite satisfaction 
in hb sentiments. They evidently stood approved 
as read. 

"My PteniA is wretdie<By rusty but the other 
evening, when he spoke to you — ^be seemed to 
be thanking you?" Tliere was the lightest rise in 
her voice to betcJcen the iBterrogation. He sent a 
swift look at her, but dhe was innocentiy interested. 

"Yea, the French are so voluble and emotiDnal. 
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you kiui>w-*-I'm«aely used a little influence that I 
had." 

"The pover of the press in thia day and' age is 
remarkable," siglwd the Princes with a prpud glance, 
that fluttered down as he met It quizzically. 

"Indeed it i&!" Martin Bias brief and heartily 
wished huneelf well out of this tc^iia 

" Wa* it— a papar that you wrote in hi& behaM?" 
She so longed to know all that concerned him! 
Shie wanted little particularizations'of Ms bMievt^^it 
efforts to hug to her heaxt when he was not near! 

"A. p^>er? Er — je^ — a pi^»er" — a. wicked gleam 
came vtA his eyes, and he remembered the "skitmy 
letters" — "in his behalf. Rather a lon^h pa^er — 
but not at alt deep* Come to think ti it> it was a 
bit narrow, too ! " (What a good time he was having 
aH by himself ;with what g^ they would shout about 
it afterwaid!) 

"Hov absurd you are!" she smiled at him. 
"Sometimes you quite mystify met" 

"No. moce than yoB mystify me. True Princess," 
he said, leaning Loward her as she rested her chin m 
a little pink palm and gazed at him with level ^'es. 
(How narrow the tables were she suddenly realized 
rathei breathlessly!) "Nor. I rerily b^eve» half so 
much. That is the wondectnl charm of you! I 



=d by Google 



2SS Enchanted Hearts 

think that you invoke fairy power at times — and 

it is not quite fair to a mere mortal!*' 

She laughed, low, deliciously. Then she sud- 
denly became very grave and a shadow crept into 
the brown eyes that he loved. 

"I do — invoke fairy power — sometimes," she 
admitted with whimsical wistfulness. "I have had 
to, for there was not any mortal to whom I could 

tlUTl." 

"Dear!" he exclaimed, softly, putting a hand over 
hers. 

"But they helped me" — she drew it away swiftly 
with shining ^es — '*most 'wonnerfuDy* as Fairy- 
godmother says." 

"Tell me," he demanded in a tone that was very 
masterful indeed. 

"But you won't feel sorry for me — or pity me?" 
He smiled at her question and, with a little gesture, 
refused to be bound. "But you really must not," 
she protested, "for it is all over, long ago — so long 
ago that it does not seem as if it were my own self 
who felt — that way." 

"What way. Princess?" How gravely protect- 
ing he was ! 

So she told him — there in the wonderfully artistic, 
romantic setting he had chosen for his own con- 
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fession — ^fhe drab little story tA her despair, her 
inability to meet lite on any sort of terms, and its 
almost tragic ending with the little white box in 
h^ pocket. His own face was haggard and gray 
whrai she finished. 

"So you see it wasn't the fairy gdd — ^for that's 
what I have named my gift — ^but the squirrd th^ 
sent to be friendly ^hich made up my mind to be 
brave. I've always been glad to think that. I should 
rather think that the fairies rewarded — ^than bribed! " 

"Thank God!" he ejaculated, softly and with 
the nearest approach to grateful prayer that he 
had ever known: "thank God for fairies!" 

"And you see," she went on with a mistiness that 
sprang from gratitude as deep as his that the wonder 
of her life had been willed to go on — "they did not 
st(^ working at all with that! It was fairies who 
made Mr. Carruthers send for my story which had 
been sent back by mistake." 

"Thank God!" Martin ejaculated again, "for 
Fairy-godmother!" 

Katherine looked at him imcomprehendingly, 
yet she did not care to understand; she was too happy 
with the things that she knew. Yet, afterward, the 
phrase returned to her with a bitterness that she did 
not now realize could exist. 
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**I>Qat thkak. me mocenary" — he smfled «t btt 
vamiug^ — ^"because X said that ibe dtedc made my 
fife oTar " 

''I will uc^" he promised sdemnly. 

"It wasn't just money. I loathe peo{^e who tluBk 
Ihat money Bkefras aH that tiiere is — ead oea buy 
rveryttiaig" a, hard line crept into ber 1^, "but it 
seoQed good to be— free to live- h—l t^ink> too, 
that the espenenoe was good for me, for I b«ve al- 
ways, in my heart, (dt a contempt — umacknoviet^ed, 
of comse — ior one very dear to me . . . be- 
•oaiNe she oooid not face tJiings." 

This, llien, was ber sad fittie mysteryj He hated 
hims^ for tfae £aint relief that he ftit. He waited 
for ber to oootinue if .^te woald, bat she closed her 
oontesBion restdately at Uiis pomt with a sm&: "I 
have leiamed my little lesson aitd I'm willing now to 
wait for tidngs to be tnadt ^aio. I fed sure that 
some time even the identity tA the sender of tbe fany 
gold will be disoo^rared. Tlie foiries will whisper the 
secret when they want me to know!" 

"Why did I never kxow thN« wert wcmieii like 
yaa in the woridi' " his ^anoe woi^pped her openty 
~-azid turned ber mood. 

"Feiluqps there aren't,*' she mimmred, tunuqg 
her eyes away frtan him. "I don't come — ^inAets!" 
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He bulbed fe ojoonmest oi her absBidity. Site 
was Fairy-godmother grown up! One could nervr 
he sun what mood would meet him! 

"I'bi Dot altniist tstao^ to be sony/' he mnr- 
mured; thsik he piuased> dtfitdcst suddenly as may 
sdMoIboy. 

How he muted tc t^ her all about it» and there 
were a hundred prettj ways wludk migbk idiaw that 
auspieraus cpeoiDs! The stage was set as he had 
wanted it. the niiaic and the U^ts nimeshed then 
in romantic ^bmour, it was his cue indubitably; 
but the moment had gone and the waiter refilled hia 
^ass — most wlicitou^. C<Kiiound waiters!. . 

Womanlike she todc an unmercihd advantage oi 
hui. divining the turbuknt state ci his mind. Lau^ 
ingly ^ evaded eve>y serioos issue, teask^ly parvied 
eac^ deal home thrust, and altogether Sooted the 
coBvmtloaaUy compliinentary inanities whidt he 
exB^k»Kted himself by saving. Was, he really> 
alter ^ the masterful Charies Martin into whose 
hands without eSwt everything that he wished for 
bad fatten ever since he GOuldreinaBber? Thenunx 
that she was! She was laughing' at him — not in the 
coquettiah, ardi fadihm of a dA^ati^ or the more 
artfully luring way of one who was practised in Hm 
wiles «l hb lealn* but with gucghng. really axtused. 
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uifectiously frank laughter in whidi be jffloed qiiite 



It was with a eigfa of regret, and assise of dis- 
appointment in drcumstanees over which' lie seemed 
to have no control, however, that he found himself 
fitting the key into Mrs. Prouty's latch — but, after 
all, to-morrow, in his own car, with faithful Peters 
again in front of him — ^by Jove! he would be mighty 
glad to see Peters! He had a wistful sort of longing 
now for Martiudale — MarUndale with Kathohie, 
for without her the world itself would seem un- 
inhabited. 

Yes, he was glad, after all, that he had waited to 
tell her imtil a sruggestion, at least, of his own world 
was about him. The adventure had lost a bit of 
its novelty — and he had discovered that it was 
merely his characteristic adaptability and not a 
real fondness for middle-class life that had made 
him fit in so well at Mrs. Prouty's. He was undoubt- 
edly a snob — ^let it be admitted fairly— but the 
m^nory of the meadowsweet fragrance of the long 
library at Marttndale assailed him as the opening 
of the door into Mrs. Prouty's low-lighted hall 
whiffed into his nostrils a faint odour of diligently 
cooked vegetables. 

He looked back at Katherine, standing without in 
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the moonlight, breathing in with deep delight the 
beauty and wonder of night. She did not know that 
it was hopelessly middle-class; one could tell it in 
the childlike parting o£ her tips as she lifted her 
eyes to the stars. To her — it came to him swiftly 
as a revelation — love had touched everything with 
magic wand. She turned to him with shining eyes 
and gestured farewell to the night with a little white- 
gloved hand. 

"So ends the most beautiful day in my life!" she 
said — ^but the sigh was of content not regret. 

"Was it really the most beautifid day?" he asked 
softly. How dear and sweet she was, framed there 
in the doorway! 

"So far; but all days are beautiful now," she said 
Wissfully. "The only thing that ever makes me 
sad is that all people are not so happy as I. I 
know that I have enough happiness to spare, heaps 
and heaps!" 

"The roseleaf!" he smiled down at her. "The 
tiny roseleaf that others, given the heaps and heaps 
of cushions for their soft couches, never notice! You 
are the True Princess; Fairy-godmother was quite 
right about it." 

"Fairy-godmother is an absurdly prejudiced dear!" 

"Th«ilamanabsurdlyprejudiceddear. Q.E.D" 
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"You are absimlly prejudiced !" 

**¥©« mil go no furthw?" Thwe was, m t!ie 
backgroimd of his consdousness, a hypepcritical 
se^ that strayed vainly to amquw tie fatuonsly- 
Jn-loTe person — U»e hypercritical sdf that realized 
the cotmncmplaceness of it all and could distinguish 
every aqnu-ate odour that floated out into the night. 

"Fm going quite to the top floOT " she toM him — 
the self of him that saw her there in the 6iint, dmi 
glow of the li^ in the boarding-house haJl and forgot 
all aboat stage settings, and grnorful phrasings — 
**to the little skyli^t rown trhere I shall lot^ out 
at the sl»rs and thank the fairies for making me 
the happiest person in the whole world! I never 
dreamed that ev«i fairies could make the wwld so 
difffsent in only a few wedcs!** 

Martin held fast tiie hand that she offa^d him in 
good-ni^rf;. 

"You don't think, do you, that possaWy — ^"pos- 
issibly,* as Ffeiiy-godmother says" — (they had sud- 
denly tbai^ped T6)es Mid he was smilin^y iTTannical 
as he fdit her hand tremble in vain effwl; to with- 
draw] — "that the world seems differ^it to you be- 
cause you love — love with all that dear goidwi heart 
of you?** 

"Of course" — she wbs now utteriy miserable for 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



be bad possessed himsetf of her other hand and she 
was stubbornly staling at the hideons pattern of the 
wail paper in order not to meet his eyes — "of course 
one can't help loving— everybody — tfhen all the 
■worM is so kind — little Fairy-^godmother and you 
especially." 

"I refuse to be induded in any such tvoad Chris- 
tian charity,'* he declared definit<3y. *'I want the 
whole of t^t heart, and I'll sublet pieces of it if 
necessary. ..." A trMnWe of her lips salenced 
him and jdl contrition he drew the now-unresisUng 
little figure close into his arms. "Oh, beloved little 
True Princess," he whispered, "fcffgive me! I have 
hurt your happiest day! And I love you so, dearest 
— need you so to f^iare with me my kingdom! I — 
tAi, I never expected to make such a mess of askii^ a 
woman t» marry me! I should not blame you, litUe 
Ihrincess, if you refused to Esten t» me; but bang il, I 
— can't let the day end — can't let you go from me 
again wiAout knowing how I love you. Ihe mere 
thought of losii^ you out (^ my life fills me with a 
dread that I cannot facel A house, with a lot cff 
rooms, and to know that you will nevw be in tbem! 
With doorways' that hvAd no promise of yoa smiling 
and expectant on the threshoH — ^lovelight in your 
e^fS. . . . Yes . . . loveEght"— ie bent 
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bis head veiy close, liis lips almost brushed hers — 
"that I've seen there — perhaps when I've come in 
aft^ a weary day's work" (how sweet it was to say 
it!) "to find you waiting for me! For you toere 
waiting for me, Kalherine — sweetheart girl! Don't 
deny it!" 

Laughing, in woman fashion, with a sobbing little 
catch in the laugh, she clung to him. "I'm not 
denying it, dear, big lad; I'm — ^I'm proud of it! 
I've been waiting for you — always!" It was the 
merest whisper and the last word blurred upon his 
lips. 

There was a frightened little gasp — ^it was the 
only sound which had broken the silence in long 
minutes — and they flew apart in time to catch a 
glimpse of a little barefooted figure fairly scampering 
up from midway on the stairs, a skimpy-skirted 
little ganneut somewhat impeding swiftness of 
progress. 

"Please 'scuse me," the soft whisper floated down 
to them: "I hadn't a mite of a hunch that anybody 
was there! I was coming down to put out the light 
'cause I thought you'd foi^ it — and Stepmother'd 
give you the dickuns in the morning." 

"I'll turn it out, Fairy-godmother," whispered 
Martin, boyishly flushed and lauf^iing, for the spell 
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was broken and at the sound of Fairy-godmother's 
whispo-, his princess had fled from him and vanished 
up the stairway. His eyes pierced the darkness, his 
ears were attent — ^but she was gone. It was as if a 
door had closed upon his ((reains and aH -about was 
shabby and commonplace and dull — yet the thrill 
was there — and there were only a few short hours 
until to-morrow — ^hours in which he could dream of 
her. and plan a wonderful future. 

He lifted his hand to turn the light o£F, and a 
^arkling object at the foot of the stairs caught his 
eye. He picked it up and lifted it to his lips. 

It was the little silver buckle, set in brilliants, 
that had ad(Hned the slipper of his princess! , 
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CHAPTER XVH 

TO UNDERSTAND Jdhn Camrtiers— and 
John Camrthers was worth ranferstanding — 
one shotitd know a bit about h^ struggles 
to attam the particular rung of the ladder upon whidi 
he was disctvered at the thne when his junior co- 
tempOTary in college called him over the telephone 
and a^ed him to buy S£ss Katherine Woods's 
stories. 

College for Martin had been the natural sequence 
of strenuous days with a conscientioas tutor — ft 
genuine scholar whose breadth of learning taid 
depth of knowledge had been a fertile field in which 
the naturally apt mind of his pupil had grown apace. 
So thorough indeed had been the preparation of the 
young prince of finance that his college days were 
those earlier callow seasons when the young mind 
and heart must have its devotions and heroes. Such 
a hero was Camithers, to Martin — Camithers who 
was his senior by five years because of the necessity 
for accumulating the sum required ere he could effect 
his entrance into the institution that he had fought 
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hard to nnke his Ahna Mata-. CaiTntlias had 
only ttro more yctirs when iS&aim oateKod, but, 
by some freak ot fate, they w«e tiirown together 
and friendship between two m.A men, to «ach of 
^riiom the other seemed to lead the life desiiaUe, 
was Ac natural onteome. Martin, noguiarly un- 
spiMled by tiie gifts of the fods at hts doi^ening, 
■was to Camrthcps enviable because be had, without 
a turn vi the hand, idl those thi^s for which the 
older man had WOTfced kmg and unoeamngly. To 
Martin, howev«, Cairuthais's di^inctions, bou^^t 
witti the price of his own lahoor or come to him 
tiirougb a genuine appredatton of superior merit, 
were considered with envious reveroice. 

"What you have, yon have, Jade," lltbTtm had 
said once to him in Uk old days when, with ^pea 
and books, Ibey sat making over the univtsve. 
"IVs yours by inalienable right (rf servioea rendered; 
but distinction guned by inherited money — that's 
an accident. It might be som^hii^ that the cat 
brought in." 

"Not a very respectful name far your howHired 
ferbeais," grinned Caimthers — all of which kma 
really nothing to do witii this presmt story of them, 
save that it serves to show the fsict of the more or 
\txs undiai^eaMeness vX p^-sonalities. \ 
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CaiTuthers was Carruthers the editor thai — less 
grim* pa'hflfts— less tacitum and indifferent to the 
affections of his ttUow men and women — with a 
smile a whit more eager as a social farour was ex- 
tended to him — ^but after all, the Carruthers whose 
sinf^e-hearted purpose was to win a place for him- 
sdf by clean-cut, honourable methods — "make him- 
self count/' as he had phrased it. Eren if, at the 
not-too-advanced age of thirty-five, he had come 
to the realization that he had missed much of the 
beauty and joy of living in his almost morose single- 
ness of purpose, he was assuredly not regretful over 
his career in general. He would have balanced all 
carefully and would have made, again, exactly the 
same chmce at eadi crossroad. 

He had few close friends among men, for few knew 
him well enough to count him as such — but those 
few he had bound witib the traditionally accepted 
hoops of steel: he had a wide, shallow acquaintance 
among women, for to them his inscrutability was an 
added charm, but he treated them all with a laughing, 
fatherly chivalry — ^if such is not a contradiction of 
terms — and promptly forgot all about them the 
minute that he entered his sanctum. Only one near 
of kin there waa~a younger sister whc«n he had 
adored since, babyhood and. protected from any 
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knowledge of tlie burts of stnig^e. That delightful 
task, however, he had ddegated to a young business 
man of Chicago* some three years since, and the 
bright spots in his life were the occasional visits 
to their ccnnfortable home — ^visits spent chiefly on 
the floor as a doggie for his namesake. 

It had been on one of these visits a little over a 
year before that his brother-in-law, a fine-natured> 
big-hearted young fellow, had spoken to him of a 
young woman who had applied tor a position as 
stenographer in answer to an advertisement which 
he had inserted. She was a business college gradu- 
ate—not experienced — and He had had to tiun her 
away; but he had kept her name and address. 

"I can't get ho" oS my mind. Jack," he had said 
with a worried air that evening; "I think she's had 
a desperately hard time, though of course she would 
not confess it. She's little and fragile — ^husband 
died suddenly, she told me and—Lord! I couldn't 
help tTiiTtlring 'suppose Bettykins were thrown on her 
own resouities in that fashion!' ... I imagine 
you could use her somewhere." ■ This, with the 
accompanying pitiful expression in the sympathetic 
eyes of the Betty-sister, was the reason that Mrs. 
Ogden found herself in the offices of a very w^- 
known and p<q)ular magazine. 
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Once he had ^atablis^ed bear ttKre.. koweverk 
Canruthera tieated h» exactly aa be tz«iaAed every 
other wmnaa vihtim be knew eitJaer m a social wag 
Of in an editorial espaaty: with aafafliBg eouitesy 
nhenshew'a3BCiu;attd«b^dkt was, Qotibe promptly 
forgot all about bar esiat«iee. : 

It vasr not unttt Mnk, Ogdcn bad swiftly and with 
ill-coueealed pleaaiue nceepted MaKin's leeoendtitta 
of hear gentkwfiHUUibood that Caiivikbeis — to put it 
Uuntly— woke itp* 

Here waa a wcanan wbp had wedted witJb bin £ec 
ayearta wbosn Maititt^-aolaattdious as to he abnost 
a hy^orcritic o£ t^ nabcbjia wo«DMr— vas findui^ 
interesting beaoiiiw oj eharaetec ta well as — qIv 
of eourae ^ had good '^esi booesi and ibagnd as 
a fold's ydl with a dq>th of &e in thm:. H« had 
noticed that — va^iMly— himse^. 

It 'ttaa with the faintest pos^blo piu^eriae of ttw 
brows that Betty Aaaes read bet krAtha's labest 
letter — the patcko- dssttiofiae. i^to « little wonied 
lidote aitd voicing itself to bee socxe hurinad aeross. 
the dinner tabfe: 

"Jack ai^ that be bas been ti) cbH vpon that 
Mm, Ogden, aad bas bad ber and ber JEttle hoy owt 
to ride in the ear vijce or twice with a Mias S«ne> 
body-or-oth(T who lives with the Qgdnst" 
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""Saice!" observed Husband, (AcwfoDy ittadcing 

lijssa}ad. 

"Ye-cs*' — doubtfuHy — "buldtm'tyousee , . . 
JaA's the fine, tiuvEdroos aoit. I woBdef,'* sfce 
poosed, looking across at bitn thou^tfoUy, "whelber 
we did just i^t in getting him to take her dwrm 
Here* 

Husband laid down his fork and expostoiated 
wiinuHcaHy: 

*'Ii(»d, Bets, don't start worrying ■over Mre. 
Ogden! She is not a «iren. She is a lady beycmd 
question. ^Vhat if h« does take an interest in her? 
What — hoTTil^ thtni^t! — if it ^ould be more tiiui 
a passing interest? Maybe the Miss Somebody-or- 
other who lives with *em is the ntost radrant endias- 
tress that Manhattan has gased upon! Peihaps Ae 
has her net set iat Jade. Why, there eic ranuficft- 
tions without end to that source of worry!" He 
lau^ied at Iwr in the way that husbands ^ve, the 
world over . . . and she pouted with the diaOM- 
laced air of one cau^t in an acoistomed trap. 

"That tin-god brother of yours wffl undoubtedly 
marry one of these day^, and you lure already wor- 
ried yom- head off about forty-nine of his maniages, 
so it ought to be easy when it comes." 

Perhaps even this husbaatUy comment would not 
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have kept the heart of sister Betty from anguished 
forebodings, however, could she have known that at 
the very time when Katherine Woods was telling the 
8ony story of the white box to Martin in the softly 
shimmering nook which ensconced their table, J^^in 
Camithers was seated beside Mrs. Ogden in his Utile 
car. It was the first time that he had taken her out 
alone. 

Hehadthataft^nooncometoadeasionasswiftand 
definite and inviolable as his decisions usually w^e. 
He was going to ask Mrs. Ogden to marry him. It 
sounded cold-blooded, and Camithers fancied that 
it was. That is, he felt that he had come to the 
decision in a becomingly judicial frame of mind. He 
knew that she interested him as no other woman had 
ever done; knew that he looked forward to the hours 
at which he might — by merely stretching forth a hand 
to press an electric button — see her appear upon the 
threshold of his office. He acknowledged to himself, 
too, that he counted as still more dear those swift- 
sped occasions upon which he watched her as a 
mother with her boy. It was this that appealed to 
him most strongly. The women that Camithers 
knew were not maternal. The opportunity to assure 
himself of this wondrous side to her defiantly indif- 
ferent little self almost balanced, in Carruthers*s 
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mind, the reaJization that some other man — ^now 
dead — ^had first won bsc heart — and the right to call 
her "wife." 

What could he have beeii like — ^this other man? 
She had never spoken of him. He did not even 
know his given name. David had been named for 
her father, she had told him. When he found him- 
self maimdering in his thoughts about her, he rigor- 
ously pulled hims^ up short. 

Yet he had come to lus decision not without many 
a thoughtfid pull at his pipe as he sat in his rooms in 
the big leather diair, magazines piled about him, or 
as al<me, at one of his dubs, he dawdled over his 
diun^. ' No one would have suspected the real 
truth about Carmthers: he was essentially a home- 
loving man and cordially detested the way be lived. 
Yet he knew — none better — that with him marriage 
would be either a constantly growing wond«* of 
experience or an inescapable tragedy. He could not 
play at his love life as men <rf his acquaintance did. 
It must be the bolt that locked togethi^ the per- 
fectly fitting parts of his orderly existence. It must 
be for him, as for few other men he knew, tlie One 
Woman. It was for Her that he had waited with 
diaracteristic patience, confident of his success in the 
end. 
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He-k|iew ooim Uiat She had come to hiia. It was 
tikia quiet ftwurance which hod deceived him. inta 
ttiinlfing that it was done in cool blood. He had 
{ac«d the situakioa deafly, without pettifogging. 
Thoe had heen womea of his acquaintance who had 
mameaUaHs appealed ta Afferent aq>ects of whai 
he was i^eased to c«U "hiaoadf," bat it had been 
single a^ecta nmely to wluch they aj^tealcd. They 
left the whole man — thait odd interweaving- of flcab 
aad soind atad ssarit {ouod is each one of hsman 
attatUKsa— iodiSwent 

AnJbitioua mamagea be smiled at; mmtal mar- 
liagea he sghed ovec; and infatuation be put out of 
hJsUKw^taas&pT^KMterouBimpossibiUty. Ima^e 
a steady diet of cham^afpe! He ooasidered the 
woioes he had met %aite t^art alwaya firaoa their 
accid«tUJ mvinauneot. He knew that, fishwives 
and Vece de Verea were to be discovered in limousines 
richly u^olstered — exactly as fishwives and Vere de 
\&e» w«re to be found in aubway trains at the stu£^ 
rush hours; and for this htanan. knowledge men 
csUed him <^isical and vomeai mscrutable. It was 
Iktle Mt^- OgdeD who. herself far more cyoiieal and 
inscrutable, w^bA straight to the great heart of him 
and hived Unx for what she found there. 

She had, it is true, evinced an air of defiance which 
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had disturbed him, but there was little of that to be 
encountered now. She was infinitely sweeter, he 
thought — and he wondered il Martin had anything 
to do with it The "Frbux" aatian iras an origiKd 
one, surdy — yet he would be f^ad wh«i the nastpier- 
Ade was ova. It m^t bdng aome sort of disaster 
in its txtia. in any event, it was cKther a ^labbjr 
tridc to put ov^ upcA the office. 

Aithou^ he scarcely acknowledged it to himself 
(juidiK was very honest), he wished to put his fate to 
the test befope Prince became Martin again. Mrs. 
Ogden and the new assistant had been woridi^ 
together rather coastantly— Martin had insisted on 
Camtthers ezt^iding her respcmsibility — and be was 
accustomed to call upon her no end tot her opinirais. 
Martin was a fascinating diap, and all of his life had 
won the love of msn and women wiUi a comradely 
•ndle or softly cadenced wctd. 
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MRS. OGDEN nestled down in the car with a 
contented little breath, and after an ex- 
change ol conventional nothings, they 
glided along in silence. Once or twice she glanced 
covertly at his finely thoughtful face aet straight 
ahead. The somewhat ironic comers of his strong 
mouth had grown softly smiling, and his irregular 
features w&x cut cameo-like against the shadowy 
rows of houses. They had crossed the heart of the 
dty before he spoke. It was when they were passing 
a sinister battalion lined up grimly toeing the line of 
walk in the sixties: 

"Prince is staying somewhere along here, I be- 
lieve." She glanced about indifferently. 

"A man probably does not mind it," she said, "but 
this sort of thing is unhomelike toa woman." 

"A man does mind it," he stated briefly, and then 
they whirred into Broadway and went over Seventy- 
third past a brilliantly lighted hostelry at whose 
porte-cochhe a huge motor was receiving an exotically 
garbed, e^ressionletssly mlrtiLful group into its ca- 
pacious tonneau. 
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' "Show ^]s, probably," commented Camithers as 

they dashed by out of sound of the laughter. There 

was the faintest suggestion of contempt in hb tone 

and she flashed a look at him. 

"Not at this time in the evening — think you?" 
she smiled. 

"True, of course, if th^ are playing," he acknowl- 
edged. "You're tremendously swift to make deduc- 
tions, aren't you?" he added with a sidelong smile at 
her. 

"It was a natural remark," she swd simply; then, 
with deliberation: "I was on the stage once myself, 
you know." 

"No, I didn't know." His tone was casual. 
There was not even the twitdi of an eyelid. A swift 
sense of relirf that she could not but admowledge 
swept over her. The thing was absolutely a matter 
of indifference to him! But of course h6 might not 
even take enough interest to . . . Her thought 
was unfinished. He spoke again; nodding at the 
Schwab residence. 

"You consider Prince's presoit abiding place un- 
homelike; do you think that this sort of thing neces- 
sarily indicates a more secure happtness?" 
; "Oh, no!" she cried — and the passion of the ut- 
terance quite surprised him; "Oh, no, no!" The 
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iteraJiQik brooght his eyes- swiltJbi' arotmd to the 

blaadng little face. He laughed and theie was tri- 

viofi^ in the toD& of it. He suddenly f dt very sure 

indeed. 

"la wianix aentuneat the kindly gentleman whose 
residence it is quite agrees with you," he conunakted-i 
smiling. .'*I discovev that we ^all have to dioose 
the ample life." He tumedaglaxkce tothef^adowy 
river hefore he added very quietly, " For you know I 
am going to marry you, Mrs. Ogdea." 

A. white usgknred hand went to hej throat and she 
did not r^y. He could fed, her tresak^is ag^uJist, 
him, but after a quick breath she held herseU rigidly 
away. Tius^ weire moving' rather ^owl;; , along' the 
Uf^r Drive— the pa^ of the WttoK wa» evai and 
moBOtooous, aad he wsts still abswbnd in the rood 
in fnmt <4 them. He had s^i^ea end was glad.- It 
was the sort of thing whi<Ji,EB astoi:y„hispeacilw«iiuld 
have qnesticmed unerringlj' for he ,knew that the 
pul^c haa a longing foe romance; for tJke beauty and 
rapture of love scenes. Yet to him nothing else was 
poasible; he had made the simple statemaxt of a man 
who had never asked for anything in. his life but had 
always got vhaA he wanted. There was nothing 
more Ik him to do. He waited. 

Her bands were dencbed iix hex lap a&d she waa 
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gaxinp stnugBt ahead, or, if one used the inner tisuhi, 
siya^t backwwd. Twice she essayed to speak be- 
fore the wtfrds would come: 

"I eanmot — let yon!" TTiere was much in the 
teae of the ahooet uwodiUe sebteitce that he did not 
imderstaaid, but one thing came to imt lin^idly ckar r 
it was o! him that she was thinking— jiot herself. 

His heart leaped. How swiftly he could put aside 
every scruple, whatever it ntight be! if ;^ had read 
the thoi^t, ^ would have yearned orer him the 
more fix she knew the b^ num at her aide better 
than he knew himself. What a hoy he was mad how 
Irttle he 9H^>ected aU that a swift acqnjescence on her 
l>ar1 might Iving i^wn him! How nnfaa to take 
advantage of that seentkig toasterlulness as she 
longed to do! His thought countered hers: How 
Irttle ^e was, and yom^ and what a brute he had 
been to launds a treweBdoiis sentence {{h* life upim 
ber! 

"Of course you're telli^ me at <mce wisy you'rp 
not letti^ me?" The tone quizzed her playfully as 
iS- she had been a bdored child. 

^e was silent and her hands griiq>ed each other 
the more tightly. Why — why had the half gods come 
to her only to ^ut o«t the gods when they wrived? 
She had been true to herself then — ^the young, m- 
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cxp^enced eeU that she knew — and yet the shadow 
(d that truth must stain her life! They whirred on 
in silence for long minutes; there wixe few^ motors 
sounding about them.. Beneficent moments fi still- 
ness came to Uend with the harmony of the night 
sounds — a grat^ul chiaroscuro given them by the 
blurring roax they had left behind. 

"X am listening attentively," he murmured. He 
had made no move as if to touch her and she loved 
him the more for it. A passionate wish to resist him 
to the full, to raise the barrier once and for all so 
hi^ that not even his chivalry, could scale it took 
possession of h^. He must shut her out of his 
thoughts as well as his life. Her heart held un- 
voiced a wild cEy against the injustice of it to them 
both. 

^"Mr. Camithers," she spc&e tonelessly as if the 
soul within her were too weaiy to colour the musical 
voice, "our name is not Ogden — Uttle David's and 
mine — ^we have no — ^legal name." 

The car suddenly leaped into speed and Camithers 
bent over the wheel. It was mad the way he drove. 
He seemed blind with the pain of it! His wrists 
were iron and cold as ice but the rest of his body 
biuned and throbbed mercilessly. On they went, 
faster and faster; the car seemed bounding through 
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space somehow. She was glad with the rush of the 
wind — glad, glad erea that death threatened them 
at any minute. . . . Thai, as suddenly, he 
closed down; the wild, powerful thing was not 
running away with him after all; he was master of 
himself once more. She glanced at him, and his 
face, in the faint light, looked haggard and old. 
In that swift spasm of life John Camithers had 
faced a big thing and yet knew Uiat love was greater. 

She glanced at him and her heart went out to 
him. So had she felt often when she was pimishing 
little David. It was herself that she was hurting 
more cruelly in his anguish of not understanding why 
t-hia should come to him. 

Why had she made it so irrevocably hard? Any 
other test, she knew, the man courage of him and 
his love could endure. Moreover, her words had 
carried an irapUcation untrue in its esseaoce — a 
thought that she shuddered at even as she had 
spoken them — but she would have it so. Ha* life's 
experience with love had made her desire fairly to 
flaunt the bitterness of the cost to him — to put her- 
self beyond even the pale of his chivalry. He must 
reaOze that she was out of his life — ^irrevocably. 
She almost laughed in the intensity of her pain. 
He — proud, ambitious, reserved John Camithers-— 
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voiild some day look back at this mcHueat with 

horror at the nearness td the abyss into whicii he 

had ail but flung his honourable, distinguished 

iielf! 

His fdleuce almost made her hystericiJ. If he 
did not speak soon she would scream! Her own 
words kept ringing in her ears:"we have no l^al 
name — ^we have no legal name." Oh, it was too hor- 
rible I She had thought, two years before, that she 
had tasted the utter dregs of tuttemess and hiunilia- 
tion — but she knew now that h«r cnielest hom* had 
come. She saw herself with the ^es of the man she 
loved — those dean nuui's ^^es that she had seen 
£lled with a worship of her womanhood. Why had 
:^te twisted the truth into the most hideous shape she 
could find? . . . Why didn't they go faster — 
faster? They were creeping akmg now! She put 
out her hand vaguely as if she would ccmtrol — and 
lie lifted the icy little palm to his lips. 

"Foot little girl," he said softly, "poor, plucky little 
girl — to keqp on alone after the dream was ended! 
We'll make it up to David somehow, dear!'* 

At the swift revulsi(m of mood she broke into 
wild, soft sobbing and crouched down agunst him. 
He let her have the relief it afforded her; it was best 
so, he thought. Finally the wracking of bet HtUe 
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hoAy grew less and her breatfainff bad only % catch 
in it now and then. . . . She raised tear-wet 
eyes to his.. 

"Oh, my dearest," she whi^iered brt^enly, "I 
didn't know that there could be men — ^hke you!" 

And then with wonderful wonuuk's toidemess she 
eased the barb that pressed into him despite his 
magnificoit dismissal of the pain. Bit by iMt she 
t<^ him things as they were, and she f^ the mus* 
des of his body relax and his breath come erenly. 
(Yet he had stood the greatest test, and all of b^ 
life she would remember — though they might be far 
apart!) The laddy's ccxning to earth had beea 
aftCT hex youthful marriage had been uinulled by 
reason fA family pride; she had had no means, and 
no wish indeed, to fight for his name and sonship 
n^ts. She had determined that he should never 
open his eyes upon a woiid so hard, into idiidi be 
would come questioned and imwelcome if not actu* 
ally disgraced. It was with this purpose — and he 
understood its dour tenor — that she had cut herself 
o£F from all and left a message for those to whom she 
had brought disgrace — that it was ended. Her 
words held no compljunt — no blame — but shafts of 
lij^t were in the eyes of John Carruthers as he 
listened. His hand gripped the wheel vise-like. 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



S56 Enchanted Hearts 

"Are they — 'your own — living still?" he queried 
softly. 

"Only one. She is the really plucky one — not I. 
If I. had known all that I do now, I should not have 
left ha* alone — ^but ewe cannot know. One must do 
as seems best at the time. But now— I cannot see 
my way clear!" 

He started to spedc. "No," she whispered. "No, 
don't tell me. I must think it out for myself about 
her — and you. Oh, my dear — I must not let you 
hurt yourself. I shall not even see you until I 
have decided — ^what is best. Please — don't touch 
me! I can thii^ things out more clearly — ^without 
that. I must not have it — even to rememberl" 
He drew a long breath and they fell into silence that 
lasted — save for a few soft-spoken syllables about 
commonplace things — until he put her out at the door 
of the apartmait building which swallowed her up 
in its depths. 
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r I ^HE plans for the Memorial Day outings frere, 
I as Martin had anticipated, rather stridently 
fixed at the breakfast table — ^yet a wonderful 
joyous peace pein^aded hb being. To-day, with its 
wann gloiy of sunshine, was to be the most wonderful 
day in his life, but he could wait for its wonder to un- 
fold gradually. Martin had the anticipatory pa- 
tience of the epicure. 

He and Katherine had exdianged the merest 
formalities of greeting, after which she devoted her- 
self to Cricket while Martin cheerfully discussed with 
Miss Prouty the possibilities of being able to get re- 
turning trains from this or that place on account of 
crowds. He advised this amusement park's advan- 
tages over that — ^mattCTS of which in reality he knew 
but little (that fact, however, deterring him no 
whit). AJl the while he was acutely conscious of 
each turn of the brown head opposite him, each tone 
of soft-voiced bantering, and the blis^ul content of 
the musical laugh. Cricket had planned on Wash- 
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ington, so that they two alone were rather vaguely 
advancing slight holiday suggestions. Katherine 
pleaded several hours' work to be done, and Martin 
■was taking Fairy-godmother to see a "p'rade" some- 
where. He had oommisaoned Blaiul to oatKnmB- 
cate with Peters about the car. So do Bnce and men 
plan. 

Miss Vincent buttonhtded Katherine as. she was 
desperately trying to avoid a t£te-^-t£te viih. Martin 
'by making her escape early, ere tiie oMen had 
-rushed away keen upon the scent of pleasure lor tiae 
'day; and as the talkative person "in the hardware" 
-was pausing in her penultimate conclusion that 
<3vwds on hcdidays were miserably mansgedt Maitin 
joined them. Miss Vincent withdrew with dbtrusive 
-tact, and Kathoine, the vanquished, smiled at him 
Tosily. 

"Don't keep -that brain of yours grinding out 
stories aU momitig," he admonished her with a new 
masterfulness. "I want at least half a girl left this 
aftemo<m to carry out our sealed orders." Kntherine 
acknowledged this new right with a swift, shy^ little 
smile as Fairy-godmother appeared oo the thresh- 
old. 

"I was just coming to clew off the table," she 
remarked, hesitating, "You were finished break- 
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fttAy wenvit yoa? Because ii yod were ntt, there's 
Bft m^. !%« p'rade b^im ea^, thoi^, doem't 
it?" anxiously. 

**Ofe, my, ycsl" Martin imitated with a bEthe 
letHessness. "Let me help yicHi. Shall I 8cn^>e 
pktes?" He swied the actkoi to the vkxA, and 
Omrfort ^anced at him with a worried ur as a 
qwtter of jam flm^ itself upon the cloth. 

"I thiBk, a you don't mind," Ata mnnnured 
pofitdyr "I'd better do it mysdf. Of course men 
caa't hdp bemg a Httle messy. The postman's in 
the next blo^, Tme Frincess. I wasn't for sure 
lliat he wonkl come to-day." (Comfort's idioma 
woe an oddly assorted k>tt) 

**Ye-es, I was waftii^ for him." It is a rqyal 
^v3%e to be va^e at times. 

As Comfort trotted out with i^ates, cops, and 
aavTCTS, riie chatted gayly to them, her musical, 
ciiOdbh voice akxiekii^ the ayllaUes dkAinetty as she 
«littaed the di^ca into the sink. 

" ^cuse Me for hoBering," ahe remarked as die 
appeared again for another iortahnent, "but irbett 
the wato'^s running I have to — and I always like 
auusiu^ my dishes first." 

"There is nothing," obsoved Martin gravely, 
"that makes for ^dency like souamg a dish." 
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■Comfort had ruined to the window and was 
eagerly running through the pile of letters that the 
postman handed her. 

"Hooray! 'Nothexaldnny !" sheshonted, presenting 
H with a vast flourish, b^ int»est in the other 
mail quite lost. With a smile Katherine opened it, 
and the smile deep^ied as she read. She turned it 
over to Martin with a delighted air. "See how fa- 
mous you have made me! It is a splendid ofFer for 
an old story that I made over under your tutelage." 

"I am glad that my help meant anything to you." 
he said, glancing it through interestedly. "That's 
refdly fine, you know. But 'never shake thy gory 
locks at me; thou canst not s^ I did it,'" he quoted 
at hec — ^th an airangem^it of his own. "We have 
not published a thing of yours yet. Your d^but 
comes nest month." 

"It isn't that. Tm writing now about happy 
things, and ^out the things that I know." 

"It b an almost infalHble rule for success in litera- 
ture of to^^day, dear," he added as Comfort disap- 
peared, "and from now on all the tilings that you 
know are going to be happy things." His tone be- 
came tremendously practical as the child returned. 
*'The last story that you sent us, for example; we 
all liked it mightily. Yet, oddly enough, it was 
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the same theme as that which Camithers had re^ 
fused — ^treated difFerently— happily — that's all." 

She looked at him in amaze. Surely he could not 
meaa. . . . 

"Refused it?" she repeated slowly. "Tyhy, he 
didn't refuse it — he accepted it! That was my first 
one — my turning point." Martin could have sworn 
at himsdf with a good grace. 

"Oh, ot course — I mean the one he refused at fij^. 
I used that term simply to identify the story. The 
title slipped my mind." 

Katharine was satbfied, he noted with a sigh oi 
relief. 

"Yes," she admitted, and there was a shadow in 
the ^es that had been softly glowing, "it was the 
same theme — ^treated happily. I followed your sag' 
gestion, you see." 

"And the result is," Martin covered his late 
embarrassment by great enthusiasm, "you have a 
corking little love story in the last, whereas the first 
was a tragedy." 

She was silent, and her eyes were far away. He 
went on easily as Comfort moved about the table 
gathering up napkins. 

"The world does not love tragedies, you know, and 
it is not really necessary to inflict ^oom upon it. 
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-Tout bust ms delightjiil, just the sort <tf thisg tJut 
pedple loVie to read: wealthy young f^Iow manics 
ft poor girl And though his family malse objecticMu at 
"first — necessary to the plot, of course, to inteipose 
<>bsta(des — she fidally recMiciles the snoblHsh old 
aristocrats to h^ chanoi^ self because she is av 
reaDy fiae. to gmuineJy womanly and sweet. Ntnr 
that is natural, yet a pure romance; it is just the sort 
<rf tfamg that m^ht happen any day, and the sort 
that peoj^ like to think happens ev«y day." 

Comfort scented a story and crept up dose to 
them, nestimg against Martin who put his ann aboi^ 
"hsx and included her in their group. 

"But the oth» " He paused, thinking deeply. 

B«w oould he tell her, afto- all? It was not cn- 
tifdy the theme, thou^ he might make it appear so; 
it was the utter lack of selection, the ahnost hysterical 

aspect of unity, the He [dui^ed into it none 

tiielew: 

"Now the othar was " He {>aused. floundwu^ 

about for a euphemism. 

'* £b4>e]e88ly unnatural ? " Smiling oddly she gave 
him a {dirase that he snatched eag^Iy. 

'"Hiat's it — quite hopelessly." He was baffled by 
the quizrical wistfulneas of her direct gaze. "I was 
wcttdering, dear — ^Kfiss Woods — how to make it 
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idoitical characters under different namev aad 
a^gbtfy different enviMnment: wealthy young man 
— poor girl; she was an actrew, w» Ae not?" 

"Yes," softly, "an actress. Not a wdl-knowii 
one — ^jnst & bit of a begimwr." 

"There you are at the outscti" trnnnphuitly. 
"What do you know about the stage? Yon have 
■ev«r even been behind the scenes, have you?" 

"No." 

Comfort was glancing from one to the tHihet of her 
Mlored, rather wtmdering what it att meanL It was 
■ot a very interesting stoiy to say the least. Sho 
hoped that it was gmng to have fairies sotm. 

'"Of course not; very well then/ as the ctRnet^aa 
M^," he rejdied, smiling. "Bctt^ not to write 
abovt it, little Princess. Yoo see, you dixi't knoir 
tke types. You have your stage giri hi^ |niBcq>le^ 
and as sensitive as if she had never appeared tn anj 
r l^t than the lamp m the dtting room at 



"SudL a tMng is possiUe." 

He shrugged. "But net probable — and evca 
mnance must deal with the probable. Fiction has 
i|a CMKTcDtioDS, yon know." He seemed to be hurt- 
ing her more than he thought lie could by a men 
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critidsnt. He wanted to get it over with so he hui- 

jied on: , 

'*Tbis time, alter the young man marries the girl 
imd his fath» interferes " 

"Annuls the mairiag^" she interposed. 

'* — ^Annuls the marriage, the boy deserts the 
beautifid afid remarkably virtuous young actress 
wboidiscoveringthattheirchild" (he paused suddenly 

and repeated the word softly) "their child 

Som^ow I'm beginning to see that story differently 
as I outline it! F«haps it might not be so bad if it 
were worked over." He took up the thread of it as 
if to himsdf, "... their child is to have an 
unhappy environmoit and live pointed out as father- 
less and without right even to name — ^I begin 
to see the thing, now. But my dear girl, don't — 
don't have your beautiful hooine commit suicide t 
She absolute must not kill herself; it's not done in 
fiction any moret " 

. Comfort gave a hurt little sob and slipped away 
from him. "Oh!" she cried, looking at her True 
Princess with her first' reproach. "Oh — don't let 
her die! Make the bad ones change into some'n 
turrible!" 

- Martin smiled. "That's a iaa representation of ' 
tiie attitude of the dear public," he said; "and mcoe 
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than that, in this case the tragedy is fairiy forced 
down our throats. It was usdesa. It was not erea 
logical or {Jaudble." (He might as wdl out with 
it!) 

*' C(»n-f ort I " a loud but languid Ttnce floated dowir 
the stairs, "bring me up the dust pan, and take the 
morning paper to Miss Woods. I'm throujgh with it." 

"Make *em change to hippopotunuses," su^ested' 
Comfort, dashing off; "ihey'Te homdy as the dick- 
uns." Martin chuckled, and in his amusemoA <iuite 
lost the subject matter under discassion. In facti 
time were maiqr things more vital to him that day 
than stKHies of love's dream. To him this morning 
the dream was the thing. 

"Are you sure?" The giri's vwce brought him 
back with a start to the matt^ in hand. 

"Quite. Wdl-bred men are not gdng to be 
XM>wards, as was this young husband — or brutes, as 
the director of family destinies was — even though 
they have wealth." He added the latter phrase 
whimsically with a misdiievous glance at her. " My 
dear little girl, why always so hard on those afflicted 
by the accideut of means? It is not their fault — 
in many cases — »ny more than it is the fault of otheis 
that they are poor. It is an outward condition witb 
tCTaptationa, and (^portunities of failure quite as 
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ji MMfl rff te ^—tif aet mdre so tbau — ikose of powtiar. 
One irouU .tbink .thait' you had had aaA txptrtate/M 
mth the iiiEli.: Uttl6 FriBeess girl!" He liCted two 
rosy-tipped fingers surreptitiously to his Ups. 

*'Feril^» I htOTiC' There ma a confiict of emo- 
tions vfitibiK hfr. "But I had not mtended to tefl 
you—yet." He amled goitiy and jkatted the haad 
thtttheheld. 

- "Td! ue DOW aad we shall have it over with, and 
be happy." 

Tluu do we SO oftai ^proach onr Ug mamta/ta 
with fgwiKrtg uaooiiflcioitsaese! Kathoine hesitated ' 
and tamed iier £aoe aw^ bom hiu. Oi oanrse she 
had planned to tell him — some tinK — iat in her ratim 
tmevcntlal life tiiis was the great inBOtioDal expe- 
rience that stood Uaik alnost lundly ; but despite Ui 
tendemess, his words VKtt aloMt* csfiual: tjMj be- 
trayed histhoo^it that her story ^mold be tbe v^mr 
lion %i. aone not nmmtai little ^rief magnified by hat 



She had gueBsed aright; be was airaifiiig qu^ ui 
cnUoary little tale <£ a homestead lost thiKHi^ the 
uo&itMoIneas of some penon of wealth; of her timr 
patrimony squandered by sudi a cue; and he yearned 
over her and knew how d^cuh it would be to refnAi 
fron tnking ihcr in hie arms and muimuarag that «B 
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her trouUes were iat ain end — tkat he, bne of'tlie 
-despised class, would, in every la£hio&:(tf love's sug- 
gestion, m^e up to her for what another had Iniought 
4q>on her. 

He was rather iotry now, as a matter of fact, tluit 
he had invited it. He wished that he had waited; 
a mitH^ brealcfast TOom with loud whitings of the 
tizoom upon the upper stiurs and ft^uehtly i^HMited 
directions to Faity-godmotiier who was quite evi- 
dently obeyii^ the demand to "slick-up the parlour 
before she did the didies" — «udi a setting was not 
ideal for the voidng of an exquisite minor. Yet — 
it wouM be over — this tiny rift in thdr happiness. 
*dA the long day would be theirs untroubled. She 
was feding ^mut for the best way to make it simple 
and forthri^t; he knew that intuitively. Her face 
was toraed away htxrn him. 

"The «tory that I wrote last — the happy story — 
vas the purest unagmation. To me it seemed fright- 
fuBy — UQtrae — unreal. I never knew such charac- 
ter^ and I'm aore that they would not have acted 
that way if I had, iot my experience has been — quite 
differoit." She paused. "But the other — the il- 
]ogieaJ tragedy — the one which was not plaudble," 
she smiled bitterly, "that was — true. life is not 
always — plkteJUa." ■ 
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He started. It was ^most as if he had a premoni- 
tion of a coming eviL 

"The girl who married the wealthy young aristor 
crat, and who, xmder circumstances almost identical 
with those in the story, ctHnmitted suicide was — my 
little sister. Mollie died — that way." 

"My God!" The wmds were ahnost inaudible. 
There was the terrible pity c^ it. The thing was not 
a story to her. It was real! — draped from the gnei 
rooted in ha soul! And he had auiled at it — ^joked 
about it! Then an aspect flashed itself into his 
brain — an odd, trivial thing: 

"But your Mollie was not on the stage surely?" 

Her head bowed in assent. "Yes, for about six 
months only— not long enough to do more than 
b«%iu a promising career. She had rehearsed so long 
for it, dear little maid! Mother was so desperately 
ill all the while that I could not leave her — could 
scarcdy find time to write to the child, and she was 
busy — and happy. She haA met the man — and they 
were having such good times together. She wrote 
me of it in fragments so that I had no notion of how 
serious it was with her. Th^i things are blurred: 
her marriage and Mother's last acute attack from 
which she never rallied to consci<msne8»-— then the 
annulment and the child's last lett^, in which die told 
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us of hcT purpose, ctune with Mother^s death. Poor 
little Mollie! She was the hapiHest-hearted girl I 
ever knew! Oh, it was cruel of him — CTuel!" 

"Influenced by his fathw?" The words came 
from a dry throat. How this story bait the unbear^ 
able brilliance of white light upon tm incident ia his 
own life! Yet how different in actuality it was! ' 

"No; his father was dead. His brother was -his 
guardian; he was within lus legal rights, of course, 
for Mollie's husband was under age. L^al r^its!" 
There was an infinite scorn in her voice. "As if a 
year made him less her husbaudr—less the Either of 
her child!" 

Martin had drawn away from her — ^he was quiv^- 
ing in every fibre of his body. The thing over- 
whelmed him. It couldn't be true, of course— it 
was just a ghastly sensitiveness of bis that fitted the 
parts together. He scarcely heard what she said 
though he desperately tried to hold his attention to 
the worda. 

" Of course he was a mere boy — ^I try to rememb^ 
that — he was blinded to his real responsibility by his 
brotho' who never even took the trouble to find 
out about Mollie— and us! Oh, he killed her— that 
man!" — passionately — "killed her as surdy as if with 
his own haaids he had crushed the life oat of hei^— 
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Foorgire me; I on^t not to baTe^-told yon — 

■owt" 

He readied ont Uiadly and cau^t at the straw: 

"She WW known — on the stage — ^by the name <rf 
Mollie Woods?" 

Sbc lodced at him unseongly for im instant and 
then a wave (A infinite omtrition overwhdimed her 
as she slowly realised his ghasdy paQor — ^the hnes 
newly drawn about his mouth. 

" Please — ^please, dear — take little Pair|y-godmother 
and go out into the sunshine and iotrgtt about it! 
I did not dream that it could " 

"She was Mollie Woods?" He had not seemed to 
bear her. 

"No, dear lad — not on the stage: she kept to her 
middle name; she was Mary Lee!" 

He steadied himself with the hand that r^dly 
gri{^>ed the table. The last part had SBai^>ed into 
place. 

"God!" Martin whispered it. It could not be. 
Things hke that did not ha|q>Mi in real life! This 
was a dream. He would wa^ iq> i^ a moment! 

"Don't, dear, dwi't!" she was mmmuring, grief 
Btzicken. "I dtould not have botiiered you with our 
little tragedy. It is ^ ortar Mid done with now. 
The dear g&'l had her hai^ness lor a little vddle. 
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That must have meant much to her. I try to re- 
member that. The young husband was drowned 
OB the THama — ^it seemed poetic justice — and the 
debt is paid. Only I am left and I am going to be 
h^^y — sar^, dear" — there seemed a sudden hint 
of disastcf in his white-faced misery — "surdy I am 
^ing to be happy?" 

"C^od knows that I want that — more than any- 
thing else in the world." His voice hdd almost the 
reverent pleading <^ a prayo'. He could not let it 
go — ^this big happiness of theirs: there must be proof 
on. proof. He grasped the nettle with hands al- 
ready pierced. "Your sister's husband was — ^Rob- 
»t MartinP" 

"Yes. I hoped that every one had forgott^i the 
circumstances. I did not know Uiat you could 
idattify than." Her voice was low. 

"I — ^knew him — and his brother — rather well." 

"Every one knows the Inrother," she said in soft- 
vcoced bitterness. "He takes good care that every 
one shall — through his marvellous benefactions whidi 
are always 0aunted upon the frcmt pages of the news- 
papas. And his engagement is rumoured at least 
«iee every season. I wonder — when I see it — 
whether the girl that he finally marries will love him 
eDOUgh to — give him xxp when it seems his wish — 
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even though it mean her own and anothw's — life." 

The w<ad ended in a Uttie sob. 

"Oh, girl — stop! Stop!" He paused. lo(ddng 
at her dazedly, unsure what it was best to do. " God 
help me — I — can't stand this! I — ^forgive me — 
Katherine — my own precious little Princess; I can't 
bear that — things should have hurt you so!" He 
went from h& swiftly. Even his broken words did 
not register truly the tunnoO in bis soul. She gazed 
after him with tear-wet, dreamy eyes. 

How he loved her — this big lad of h«rs! Blithe 
and debonair by nature, how sensitive he was to 
the hiu^ of one for whom he cared! ^e had learned 
a lesson that morning. She would guard him from 
her moods of depression always. He must not su£Fer 
in her suffering. She had not imagined that men 
were like that. Yet, despite an almost aggressive 
masculinity at times, he bad that indefinable charm, 
that strength of tenderness and sweetness — she could 
think of no other way to phrase it truly — which was 
suggestive of the feminine. 

Idly she picked up a letter that was lying upcm the 
windowsill where Comfort had tossed it among the 
rest. The letter was addressed to Mr. William 
Bland, and the retiun, rather crampedly placed 
in the comer, read: "Martindale-on-the-Hudson." 
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Katherine's eyes narrowed puzzledly and she held 
them riveted on the lower left-hand comer where the 
same cramped writmg had meticulously guarded 
against lack of complete mformation in address: 
**Care of Mr. Charles E. Martin." 

There was a gm^le of laugbtra at the door and 
Katherine, still staring at the envelope as if some 
obsession were making her the victim of an illusion, 
said slowly: 

"Fairy-godmother, come here! What do you 
suppose this m^ansP " 
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WHEN Katherine Woods called Comfort to 
look at the address upon the envelope 
■which she held in her hand, she did so 
merely to gain assurance of her own steadiness of 
vision. She felt that in some fashion the story of 
Mollie's tragic end — ^fust " reTated to the man she 
loved — had caused her eyes to play a trick upon 
her. Fairy-godmother glanced it over without a 
quiver of exceptional interest. 

"Oh — ^that's Mr. Bland's, isn't it? He's gone out, 
but I'll swiffle it und«' his door 'cause he won't 
look for it here. It is the first one he's had." 

*'But — see, dear — what does that mean?" Kath- 
erine pointed to the words in the comer and Fairy- 
godmother read them slowly aloud: 

"'Care of Mr. Charles E. Martin.'" Clearly she 
saw nothing wrong about it. "Shall I give it to 
Mr. Prince?" she asked. "He'd take care of it all 
light." She took it from Katherine's limp hands 
with a sigh. "Oh, dear; maybe it's to say that they 
have to go." 
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"Go? Wliere? Why ahoidd they go?" It was 
clear enox^ who were the "they." 

"(ft, Vay," CcHBfort was vague in her infOTma- 
tion. ** Mr. Bland aaid that they might, and Z asked 
Mr. Prince." 

"Yes?" It was dully spoken. 

"He said that they might, too. You see the 
man whose job he*s got up and come bade aa him." 

"Who — did what? " Fairy-godmothCT iiev«* made 
a misstatement but at times her innocence oi real 
fflgnificances led her far astray. Just what this in- 
dicated Katherine was at a loss to know. 

"Why, Mr. Prince was ack and be didn't have 
any job and so he took another man's, and now tiiat 
man has up and come bade on him and prob'ly wants 
it." This, at least, was ^jpen to no mis-interpreta- 
tion. 

"How did you know that Mr. Prince was sick? 
I believe you must be mistak^i, dear, for he has 
been with Mr. Carruthers for ever so long. He has 
told me about things they used to do years and 
years ago." A li^t broke over Cranfort's face — 
and a loc^ of alarm. 

"(Ml, dear! Til be in a mess the first thing I know. 
Guess I'd better go and give Mr. Prince the letter 
to take care of."- 
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Kathmne smiled uncertainly. "Your fairy lore 
leads you into a great many fancies, little girl," she 
said, heading the slim little form close for an instant 
— a caress that was returned with a breathless 
hug. 

"I'll take the lettw up in a I'il minute," she de- 
cided, laying it on the table. "I can't waste another 
smitch from my dishes." 

Sturdily resolving to let no misgivings daunt her, 
Katherine took up the paper whi<ii Mrs. Prouty 
had sent to her and glanced over the headlines 
softly humming an old love song that she remem- 
bered her moth^ used to sing. Ciurefully she folded 
the papa: inside out and, as she did so, the double- 
column cut of a picture caught her eye; it was the 
reproduction of a landscape, and inset with it was a 
smaller reproduction — a profile that she knew very 
well indeed. She caught the paper to her and 
scanned the lines below it: "'Nocturne,' a study by 
Pierre Le Jeune; (inset) Charles Edward Martin 
by whose generosity this masterpiece has now be- 
come the property of the MetropoUttm Museum." 

"Comfort," she said, in a strained, husky voice: 
"Look — vrbo is that? " She laid her fingers over the 
lines below. The child laid a soft chedc against her 
arm and gazed interestedly at the picture. 
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"Why, it*s "Mi. Prince, isn't it?" she exdiumed 
delightedly. "Not so very good of his nose, though." 

Hands clutched at the heart of Kathmne Woods 
— strange, grim hands of Fate— and her arms grew 
niunb, as tense paip, probing clear to her finger- 
tips, loosened the grasp on the pap^. It fell un* 
heeded. She reached for the letter and gazed at it 
long again. 

"No, Comfort," she whispered, "that isn't Mr. 
Prince; it is Mr. Charles Martin. It is just — that 
they look alike," she said passionately to hers^, 
"just the veriest bit alike. ... It couldn't 
be — oh, it couldn't be!" [the letter held her] "yet — 
'Care of Mr. Charles £. Martin*" [the memory of 
his going was strong upon her]; "so — ^that was why — 
that was why — oh, it tMuldn't be true!" She 
dropped into the chair and hid. her face against the 
child. "Oh, little Fairy-godmotho*, is our house of 
dreams earning tumbling down?" There was a 
frightened sob held in the words of it, and Fairy- 
godmother clasped her close. 

"Oh., dearest — dearest. True PrincessI What is 
it about Mr. Prince? Trooly-rooly he is the real 
prince. He isn't just a play one (or he Hved at the 
Palace and I went to see him th«f e. It was a vee-ry, 
vee-ry grand palace!" 
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EaUvriDe 'Woods dowly rabed htr head and 
looked at the diild — loc^^ at her as if she would 
see the vcfy heart of her and. in its Hnqiid depths, 
learn the truth about this horrible business. When 
she ^M^ce she was very gentle and tender, but there 
was a hopelessness in her tone as oi one i^o knows 
that the truth will be Uttec, yet wiU have it alL 

" Comfort, dear, tdl me eveiything you know aboirt 
this. 'When did y<Hi go to see Mr. Prince at the 
Palace? 'Where is the ^lace and ^Aiy did you go 
these? ** 

ComfOTt felt that she might as w^ make a dean 
l»east<^iL After all, when the True Princess under* 
stood, she would fcogive her for keeinng a secret 
from her. 

"Well, you see it was this way," she began in a 
conversational tone. "It was the morning that 
St^miothe- read about his being at the Palace for a 
few days after he had come back from En^and." 

"Yes, yes, dear; but that was — ^Mr. Martin, not 
■Mr. Prince." 

"But peit^^ just called him Martin because they 
didn't know he was a real prinee," Comfort assured 
her. "So I went to the Palace that very mcHming 
afta* I had done the dishes and got my peeling for 
lunch off." 
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"But "-^-utterly bewildered — "why did you go?" 
Stnn^ow ft (ri^tlul muddle was made of things — a 
muddle that would be straightened out as sooa as 
she could get at the botttun of Comfort's thoughL 

Hie child hesitated, then lifted her head staimchly. 

"It was because you cried," she said with a gentle 
candour, "and wouldn't take my money when you 
needed it for Stepmother; and you said you would 
take it if a {uince gave it to you. So oi course I 
wait to him and aAed him " 

"Oh, child, child! What have you and your 
fairy-loving heart done? Tell me just what hap- 
p«ied.'* 

"I went to the Pdaoe " 

"Yes — the Plaza; I know — I heard St^mother 
read it." 

"And Mr. Bland let me in to see him." 

"Mr. Bland?" 

"Yes. He lives with Mr. Prince you know, and 
answers the telephone and picks up the magazines 
that Mr. Prince throws down." 

"I understand about Mi-. Bland now," she said 
very quietly, "and it explains mudi. Go on. Whom 
did you see?" 

"Mr. Prince, of course. He had been siti and 
was lying down but he had me tell him all about Mr, 
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Gnome and Stepsister and the Giant when he found 
out that I wa3 fairy godmother. He was mudi int- 
rusted." 

"I should think that he might be." She must 
ke^ stem hold upon herself as long as she could, 
so that the child would not know what she had done. 
"Did" — the question seemed intolerable — "did you 
tell him — about me?" 

"Oh, my, yes," Comfort assented eagerly. "He 
was most intrusted of all in you — when I told him 
you were the True Princess." 

"What else did you — ^tell him?" 

"Oh, I told him that you wrote stOTies, but that 
everybody had so many that they couldn't buy them." 

"0-h-h!" It was a soft cry from the depths. 

"When he said that he didn't have any, I asked 
him if he didn't want them; but he said that he was 
not in the business so he couldn't buy them very 
well." Thegirl gripped her quivering hands tensely 
and Comfort went on quickly: "Then he called Mr. 
Carruthers on the 'phone and asked him to buy one 
anyway — ^maybe two — ^and he would pay for them." 

"But surely. Comfort — surely Mr. Prince is not — 
why did he come here — why did he change his 
name? Why " 

"Well, you see I told him that just buying wasn't 
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miidi like a trooly fairy story and that he ought to 
come and resker you because you were the True 
Princess; and he thought it over and said he would. 
He was crazy to come, but Mr. Bland wasn't," she 
admitted truthhilly. "He thought," hee memory 
could not let it become oblit^^ted, "he thought the 
servus would be bad." 

"But," the poor little princess refused to believe it, 
"but Mr. Prince is with Mr. Camitiiers. He could 
not be untrue in that; that is no fairy story." 

"That's the job he got after he was sick and lost 
his," Comfort UAd her. "He told me, because I was 
worried about it, that he had got a job, but it be- 
longed to a man who was sick himsdf . And I guess 
the man's got wdl now because Mr. Prince told me 
that he was going away soon." 

"■When did he — ^tell you that?" 

" Yesserday; and Mr.^Bland's quit the dress goods." 

Katherine's quiet deceived the child as she put 
the question to her: "Comfort, tell me just one 
thing, without any fairy story in it — ^because some* 
times we can't have fairy stories mixed up with life: 
Is Mr. Prince really the Mr. Charles Martin who 
lived at the Plaza, and is Prince just a faiiy name for 
him?" 

" Trooly and rooly he's a prince — no fairy or any- 
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thing — but at the Palace and in. the papers they^-caH 
him 'Martia' because th^ don't knonr. He told 
me" (her voice. sank to a whisper) "that I mtstfac 
on'y me that had 'discovered' iaaa. That was wl^ 
I wanted him to cosne in disguise and not just send 
you the mon^ foe Stepmotha." Hie child put bes 
arms about the bowed shouldera, but suddco^ the 
Tm« FkincEss ^rai^ to bar feet and thrmt her oB. 

"Oh, my Ged, my GOD!" ;^e iriiiqiered to her- 
self, brokenly, twisting her hand in torturer "what 
have I ever d(Hie to be hurt so? Dear GJod — ^it can't 
be true!" 

** Efearest True Princess, are you vte-ry iD? What 
shall X do? Does it help you-to twist yoar hand that 
way? Wait; let me run and get Mr. Prince!" 

"No — no!" passionately. "I axa going- away— 
ever and ever so far away ! I will never see you — 
any of yoa» ever!" The obHd gOEcd at her with 
wide, tavor-fitrickoi eyes and h^ her faat. 

"But — m*— psedoosest True Princess! Surety 
you won't feaveME? Why — rmFaky^odmother!'* 
The ansuJA of the {heading pierced. 

**It has been a black magic thst ynu have used 
tqiott ue, Paiiy-gednudlier!" ^e said, loddng down 
with burning eyes and freeing herself from the dio^ 
ing simt untradetty. "You have tom down, my 
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bouse of dreams and you have changed the Prince 
back into the hideous beast that he was! All the 
words that were diamonds and pearb are now toads 
and scorpions!" It was tbe language that Fairy- 
godmother could but understand for it was her 
own tongue. Her Princess had left her, and she 
looked long and silently at the doorway throi^b 
whicli she had disappeared up the bladk stairs. H^ 
little face was working with grief but for a long time 
she strangled back tbe sobs. At last she could con- 
trol herself no longer. She threw herself cm tbe 
chair by the table and buried her head in her arms. 
"Ob, dear! Oh, dear!" she sdbbed, "I wish I was 
deed and had nev^ been bomedl I'm not a fairy 
godmother a tall, I'm a uawfiil cM witdi!" 
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IT WAS thus that Mrs. Prouty found her, twenty 
minutes afterward. Her sobs had ceased but her 
head still hiy in her slim arms as she pondered in 
childish fashion how best to undo the evil spdl she 
liad wrought. It was a very difficult thing to think 
out — ^for, you see, she did not know in the least just 
what the trouble was. 

Now Mrs. Prouty was not one of those whom the 
sight of grirf softens. Emotional by nature, givai 
to hystma herself, and wildly moved to tears by 
affecting stories and plays, the presence of a genuine 
sorrow left her sympathies high and dry — as very 
often happens. The one fact that came to her 
through the vision of the child's quite unaccustomed 
'distress was the gigantic enormity of a slighted task. 

Just how she expressed her opinion of one who 
would leave the dishes imdone so long — especially 
when that one had been really rescued by her trom 
the terrors of an orphan asylum or the poor house, 
and God knows she hadn't been worth her salt — ^it is 
not necessary to relate. 
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^ It was thus it happened that Comfort did not fol- 
low out her first drearily made decision to go up- 
stairs and tell Mr. Prince all about it, and that she 
couldn't go to the p'rade because witches had no 
right to live — ^much less have pleasure. She ahnost 
rq'oiced in Stepmother's harsh words and the slap 
that stung her cheek. She deserved all the horrible 
things in the world, for she had used ha fairy power 
so that it wrought disaster — and disaster to one for 
whom she would gladly have yielded up her loving 
Uttle body as a sacrifice, had it been demanded. If 
only she could know just what was the matter! 
Clearly it had to do with Mr. Prince, she pondered — 
no less stricken but more nearly controlled — as she 
sozzled the mop in the suds and applied it languidly 
to the plates. Perhaps if she told Mr. Prince he 
would be angry, too. He had a right to be, she con- 
sidered — for had she not, in disobedience to his 
commands, told the True Princess all about 
himP 

Yet, somehow, she had fancied that she was saving 
the Princess a greater hurt! It was the newspaper 
that had revealed him. Perhaps the Princess would 
not go. Perhaps, when Mr. Prince talked to her 
that afternoon (for they had confided to Fairy-god- 
mother the fact that they were planning an expedition 
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tog^Hxr), perfaaps he wodki persuade ^r to atay. 
He could doiU>tks8 ex|iUin about tbe pap«r and tiK 
names he lutd ^vm ]iiiu by pe<^ple vto did ttot 
iaiow him in Jus tnie character. Not tbat P«il7>- 
godmotlter reastraed it out even as hicicUy ae that, 
but such was tiie tenor of the thought that md- 
denly k^wd to a eonclusioD. ^le would take the 
paper to Mx. Prince and ask him what to 4o. Sbs 
went swiftly back to the dining room, but the paper 
was gone. Stepmother had evidently tt^xa it. 3ie 
wiped her hands careAilly oa her apron and totik <rp 
tins letter addressed to Mr. Bland, and, in Oie UA- 
some way that the body moves when the spMt is 
<9niahed withm it, she dbnbed the stairs iukI knocked 
at Abrtm's door. There was no sound of r^y but 
she was not nonpluased. 

"It's just " — she paused, and thai a mih shook her 
voice— "it's just Comfort Browne.* 

Ute vmtce that met her ears was hiu^ and a whit 
irritable. 

*'I'm soiry, Catntort, bnt I casmot opai the door 
at present. Is it hnportaat? Hie bed can wait, 
can't it?" 

Hie lone was like a fresh blow, and she shtr- 
ered. 

"It i3B't-~that«" e^ faltered. "I^y's a letter 
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ha* for Mr. Blaoij^— «id k aays tor you to take case 
«i it." She paoscd and was tunnng avagr but she 
CfHild noi quite ^ve i^ b» jnnrpose. "Tkc True 
Fmeess saw about tbc Bame." aim added. The 
vorda Beaat Kotbii^ tD ibe youtg man hunehed in 
bis c^au — sad the auggeslion «l tbe firi oaJar nade 
tbe pom of lus pv^le« ke^i!^. 

"Doo't— doft't bother m^ Conlort. Slip the 
letter under the door. TU see that Bland gets iA." 
ConafoK obeyed, Uind ifith tean— and tkn Aa 
hesitated. The rision at hex Princeas's iace> aa ^w 
hst saw it, sudde^ averwbeiivcd her. For the fint 
time in her Kfe iLe- ch^ was suffcriae from that tor- 
BB«nt oi the- article, imagiaatioar—the powe* f^ vmd 
viaaatizatiesi. A teoe sab burst iron htf^ in bee 
anguish. 

"Ok, pleaaev deeir. dear Mi. Prince; t want to see 
jow dust m aoen as it won't bcAher you too mndk. 
I— I bafve a. ^nsRvi trodf^P' 

**l have a <bcffiil tiotiUe, to<x Fawy^odmeCher." 
Mairiin'a vqh» waa snfter^ but stiB kiii^ firm. "As 
soflu aa I can thank omI. my troubh^ we'U take i^ 
yoHca. Coaar bade in htH an homr. and we'li aee 
what eatn be done-." 

H^inhew! Ifhehaelnidhal£»iMuith«rbal£ 
n^ycnrit would ha w seented no looffer tatheiiifld.. 
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But she had done what she could. An instinctive 
and delicate courtesy, which was one of her most 
deeply rooted characteristics, prevented her thrust- 
ing herself further upon him. Was his "drefful 
trouble " something that had to do with the I^inoess? 
Her intuition told her that it was. Oh, dear! Sup- 
pose that she had bewitched him, too! If he looked as 
his voice sounded, his eyes must have the same expres- 
sion that she had seen in the big brown eyes of her 
Princess not nearly an hour ago^ Was everything 
going to be terrible after this? Would he, too, go 
away and never, never see her again? This aspect 
of the sorrow that was upon her troubled her lightly, 
however, compared to the childish agony (than which 
nothing is crueller) of being the cause of grief to her 
best beloveds. 

For the first time her fmth wavered. Just sup- 
pose that there really were not any fairies that had 
been helping her. Suppose they had fooled her and 
were littie red imps that were laughing now at what 
they had made her do? She fled down the stairs 
like one tormented indeed, and Quag herself upon the 
cupboard dragging out a soiled and batt^«d volume. 
It was well that Mrs. Prouty did not appear at the 
door, for her snudl slavey, with rumpled curls and 
tear-wet eyes, was murmuring to herself in amono- 
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tone, punctuated by sobbing breaths, the words that 
she found in the book: 

And this is what Olga saw: First a little Fairy Castle and the 
fairies opening their windows and dusting their rooms and 
hanging out the bedclothes to air. Then the drawbridge was 
lowered and the Fairy Queen came out in a beautiful coach of a 
pretty pearl shell with wheels of cypress vine and a canopy of a. 
nngle roseleaf still fresh with dew. The Queen fairy was very 
beautiful and as she sat in her chariot she was accompanied hy 
six attendant fairies who flew along each side to keep guard. 

"She saw them in a ray of sunshine," murmured 
ComfOTt, tensely, "and they're there — oh, I know 
they're there — but if I could only see them!" Her 
eyes were fixed on a smoke-streaked shaft of light 
that penetrated the smeary window and she did not 
know that some one was standing at the threshold 
of the kitchen — some one tall and pale and very, 
very anxious. He held a letter in his hand, and was 
speaking her name. Suddenly she looked up at 
him, through mist. 

"It's no use," she whispered half to him and half 
to herself. "I can't see them — but oh, I know 
they are there!" 

"Comfort," the voice was deep and controlled, 
"did you say that — Miss Woods — had seen the ad- 
dress on this?" He held \xp the letter addressed to 
Mr. Bland. 
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"Yes, Mr. FriDCe," the child replied, pull^ h«p- 
sdf wearily from the floor and g<Hng bade to h«r 
dishes, "she saw it." 

"What did she say?" He pidced up a glass that 
she had but just wiped and filled it with water 
from the tap. dmking it thintily. His hiwd was 
taking, she noticed. Yes, clearly his drefful trou- 
ble, too, had to do with the True Princess, 

"She said that it was black magic that I'd used 
on her," the diild cobbed, catdiing his hand, "and 
oh, Mr. Prince, was it, trooly-rooly? And the words 
that were di'mwids and pearU are now toads and 
Eoore pins! Did I Icnodc hffl* house down, Mr. 
Prince; did I, trooly-iXK^y? Oh, it seems «f J had 
to die, I hurt sot And maybe they aren't uiy fairies 
or aurdy they'd let me see *em just a teenty onoe f ' 

fio this WM the "drefful troi^tel" Martin's h^art 
grev tumtteraUy tender and sdifn^roodiiul. This 
baby and he had both hurt most what t^ey loved 
most, and their suSerhig seemed unbearable! He 
slipped his ana abo«t her and somehow botk seemed 
comforted. How much his former in^atienoe had 
lost he <^ not dare think. 

"Now tell me all about it,'^ he said, ^he told 
him, <niuttmg nothing, quoting accurately, save f«r 
words that she stumbled over, painting for him 
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vividly the tragic scene in the dining mtkA • an b&Ur 
Before. Wfe» ^ (Saiae to flie ead aid thfe fln- 
neuncteti^fif of 1h^ tt^e PrtttMsi tlidt ihe was 
going a+ra^ ftfrete*, be started. 

" Go ie hef tti^m, l^fltty-go^fHiheTi" h^ anmsriled 
suddtwlji "quickly as yoii cbnJ Tell h» Uwi suf^ 
— ^list^B, Aeatt dttr^ty ier WfUe df iiistiev will Mi£Jsd 
hei giTB hie d hearing— t^ her rfurt. sA* te doing us 
botii aft lfl«<tdt«idttbl6^^ v«^ ^Hi^cxii^-tmwig/' 
He (Srose th^ aimt^ irord tts bef eyea ^ddomd and 
her ti|)s |Miu6ed iil k«f ifiemorie^. Theft Ale sped 
away and he followed hef W thft fifst flobr^ stndiaj 
itp a«d ddwfl the td*drily funiishfiid paklaar. The 
child seeoMf^ f6 be fd«i^ »t Ibtetttiiiiable 1^. Th« 
tibhi db^ hkU souiKkd loudly Snd ^ernatefitly. 
Mii. P¥0uty^-^^uk#ing u^ft«ati«atabte ehlng» abottt 
ati^a that en^tC^ bs in a n^bdnS' hotD< for all 
the ^>OC»d tfa«!y Wafr^fle^dc^ed to ^ doof and ad^ 
fldtted sttiSe obe with a VoitW Ihttt to Mdftoi's ears, 
ijit^nt tipcm CAM <}U^y of soastd iidnet deemed e^y 
Vagtle4y f^^ilH^. 

"I'U see if Miss Wo^ is bOioti," ftfrsij Prduty Was 
sayidg ^tb heif usUal empr^sim^nt s& she ushered 
fh6 vislt<tt iMto the fta^loof. "I aid'l heatd het 
ge Hail bitt you eaa'l faeref t«U. Sbe's sd qntet add 
ladylike." 
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"Mx. Prince!" 

"Mrs. Ogden!" A wave of gratitude for the 
powers that had brought this about came to him. 
Mrs. Ogden, he suddenly realized, was the only 
person in the world who would understand. Per- 
haps she could plead bis cause with Katherine! 
It took a womau to appeal to a woman! He felt 
sure of Mrs. Ogden's staimchness. He had had much 
evidence of a sturdy quality of her fineness of spirit. 

"Mrs. Ogden," he said as Mrs. Prouty disap- 
peared upward, "I am very sure that I was never 
so glad to see any one in my life." 

A smile, half questioning, half pleased, winged its 
way delicately to hiin in acknowledgment. 

"I am glad," she said simply, "for my coming is, 
perhaps, rather — ^reckless, I — I did not know just 
what to do. I felt that I must see — Miss Woods. 
Perhaps we shall both be glad that you are here." 

"It is about her that I " He stopped sud- 
denly, for Comfort entered — a pinched faced, big- 
eyed, frightened little Comfort who was trembliogly 
holding out a note toward him. 

"I can't read all of it — the writing is squiggly — 
but this was pinned to it for Stepmother." She 
held out a bank note, and realized Mrs. Ogden's 
presence without any feeling of surprise. 
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Jblartin snatched the paper from her quiTering 
fingers and read it through twice while his face 
grayed, and little lines sprang into being about his 
mouth. His hand fell limp and he walked purpose- 
lessly to the window and locked up and down the 
street. The nails dug into his palms as he forced 
himself to speak. 

"She has gone," he said dxilly. 

The full significance of it flashed upon Mrs. 
Ogden's consciousness in all of its immensity. He 
thought that she was going to fall, and moved 
toward her. 

"Do you think that she will — not come back?" 
she asked through dry hps though something within 
her told her that the question was a mockery. His 
words had been simple; there was nothing in them 
to cause this feeling of desperate futility of beating 
against Fate. It was the way he said them that 
vivified her unacknowledged premonition that she 
had come — too late. 

"She says — ^here — that she will not." He crushed 
the note in his hand though a wave of pleading 
flooded Comfort's face. It was all that she had left 
of her True Princess! "And I believe that — ^it is 
true." 

"But why — why?" Mrs. Ogdeo's cry was a little 
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-wSi. ""ViMsimiMtimpgy? "^^^7 did die <^iB this 

sudden wa^ Tkere's stHnething you've keepiag&om 

aoef" 

CcmktAiiad croplt close to itam nztd keliad'-pwtaii 
jHxmBbsat J»r as ilmaas iaivasihlehaad had fluddeiily 
jrtpuigtdiensd ^tetKreoa theniL SUs -desire tt> teU Mrs. 
Ogden had melted away m the swift ^iBnitig «f ibis 
pain. He felt now lliat >he JceolS not speaJc ti'b.er to 
.aaif one— Jeaat of all one wiio ^d jwt Jmow iher. 
.fie wi^Kd that she would ieaKie diim .i^mte midi :Uie 
(diiSd — so :that iie xronld thiak. , - . Theee :»as 
an address in the note to which her few -possessions 
-~«»e Idle oeoesstay iJiingB that had ^viden^y ^one 
into the ifaagiihat^e ctmied away — wene toibe.seot. 
Me ramgxdeed ihe name as rthitt of «n old megreos 
-iif rwlnim she vfaad eften spofesn on ^teUing him ^ga^ 
Jittle AomeB df ;liiein"die.Soulii. 

Tins iwaa his one tihie. "M^immy iLiaa" omght 
iiave been 'taken into confifienoe. i&oK tthan :tiiat 
- — ^yes, surely she would go stra^it to 'the old hione 
pbeie mdiere wore ^ihose vAio had Jmown ber and 
iKTB rand had loved them. The 'cc»ofort he iM>ok :m 
this was ahort-fliTed. -Am entire .reviUaion of Ib«Uef 
:f oUowed. it would be, -of course, l^e last place that 
she would go — to the address which he had in ias 
ibands. Wo 'tiunk -dliterwiBe would fbe to bebcAt'e her 
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'g«fl<7 of (be amjhury sept ei eocfuettmli tuw^— r wily 
leaving of tlte <mA ei( (k« tkrea^ whielt', 9 ioHHmfei, 
wmild hrmg &!» to' ker. N» ' A ^ of all tW women 
be Ikad evc9 ksctm w«uld W heast ){&^ f0>di9tbft't' 
aart ffil tlvBg't If ^eoldsemmt indeed )ai«w either 
vbereobsuta^ ;d>e womlki kw^ bees aetAed to- secre^. 

Tkepc wa» Camrth»»^ SuRtf sbe wtxM ikHS 
neglect the fidd s&e bad plou^ted and s»wa asd 
luuiwctt to ike harvest. Aad fbe metrai to Cftp^ 
FStb*r^»kna«4ed|^ wa» right te> bis band? witb bef- 
qaicki«Bi)^ andisili^ivebBawledi^offbe-p^vbo- 
logical movements of het se^ Mrs^ C^ea mq^ be- 
of inestiMMble helps If ake wofiTd; aad that site wouM, 
hefcttMw. 

"Mm. t^den^" be aud sHu^y,' ''Sometbuig veiy 
tcnibte has- bappened.'" ^e put a quieb buid! t^ 
hA'thieat. 

"You d^t tbinb that ^e-baa ?**' 

"No— thftak Godr I feel swe e* Iha*. I bnow 
tbat she w^ Kve it throu^ — trad rl h that thaf I 
i^>ead tot ber. She- baa bad a ba^, weBsisone-pnn- 
mik bring — and I thougbt l!o hwre endted th« 
bvCttemesa c^ it far b». Instead, howev», I hftve^ 
iBcreasedl uB. I taow tha* I b«ve made it so- crueHy 
hard that — the way out which you thougbt »rf wouWf 
be a> blessed relief/' 
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"TeH me," pleaded little IS&s. Ogden passionately. 
"I must know! I have a right to know!" 

He looked at her, dimly conscious that she had 
said something which he did not miderstand. Yes, 
he would tell her. His brain was now so blurred 
that he could not think dearly. Perhaps she could 
help him. He paced up and down the room as he 
talked in a low voice. Comfort following him with 
anxious eyes, recognizing the facts as they passed in 
review before her memory, but realizing that some 
of them were fraught with a significance to the other 
two that she could not grasp. 

He began with Comfort's visit to the Plaza. 

"My name," he said in hasty explanation — as » 
matter which was of no consequence, "is not Rince, 
Mrs. Ogden. Fairy-godmother and I adopted thai 
as a fairy pleasantry. It happens, however, that 
it was a rather cruel disguise — for my resJ name i» 
one that Miss Woods has had every reason to abhor. 
Of course I did not know that. I could not know it. 
It was not until this morning that I realized how this 
simple little fairy play of ours had made a frightful 
mess of things." Mrs. Ogden looked at him with 
new eyes. As with Martin, all parts sniped into 
place suddenly. 

"Oh-h!" she said in a strangling breath. She 
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gained contrtJ of herself with a mighty effort. 
"Please go on," she said composedly with a defiant 
little lift to her chin even as she swallowed the 
choking iii her throat. 

He kept nothing back. There before the chUd 
who loved him and — ^had he but known it — the 
woman who hated him, he poured out the story of 
his love for his True Princess. The reserve of 
Charles Martin had biu^t its barriers. In an agony 
that he had never dreamed could exist for him he 
reproached himself for the cmd wrong that he had 
done in the past to one she loved — he did not reveal 
more than that — and for the selfish cowardice that 
had kept him tongue-tied when he might have eased 
for her the hurt that must come. Had he had time 
to gather together his forces, he had not revealed the 
depths of his self-loathing; the tempest of his love; 
the passion of his grief. He could not make it a 
partial revealment when he undertook to tell the 
story: he coidd not soften a phrase, polish a sentence, 
eliminate an emotion. It must be said as it came 
to him — an outpouring of mind and heart rather than 
a set explanation of the facts that existed. 

For the rest of his life that day was a scorching 
memdry to Charles Martin, for it was the only time 
in his existence that he was guilty of a spiritual 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



^0^ ,Sn^nte4 ^ee^rts 

Iqopod^s^. Tffo ^^m^fi beings fffl«)F w)ia^ he 
titougH p| feiiPS^-^wd tiWt is ji d3Bger<H!s t^sg 
fpr afl}r <)|i$ t(} )(ru>w.- Y^t it s^rvsd^ ^fecious pur- 
pose — that stark, flaming trut^-^foj* it tf^nsiofff)^ 
»a ettOBy wtiO a fw«ff^- N'p rfoqjjlt cpi^ld fii^et (irf his 
^Dcefjty-^w4 99 wiw>£^i'8 haar^ could ne^^iQ uf^- 
BiQVjBd 4 the sigiit ^ his griisf , 

Wheji }ie Jb^d giUjte 4on^r t^^ W ^ sudd^ wi^ 
4e6i^ (o b# aloae, .i^ WP^W smif My J» tlw dfttfj-jpay, 
Mrs, PgdiBD we^t ;to hjm a^ laifi a geatje l}a«id upop 
Iw up}* 

"W^ ^hAlJ find h(er,'* sj^ sqij4 ^iiflfly- "T ?«iibJ i^ 
J oafl Mp yip"'— tf yoil T"il let ?ie. Vou ttifis^t ijot 
}))jju^ ymfse^ b^9fi4 ytiif ^, pc^rhaps I h^vie 
do»e h^ # gjce^t^ viii^ Jfeaa y«iif, fe(4-^jke yfuf.— 
I ith^u^H it h^ #t tj^e t^o^. 0^ <3B#pot td^" she 
«4^ 4i|e^y. "^^ eaw9^ bell MnUl^ aopit^iFD^t 
.itistw JatpJ" 

He fofi^e^ i?tt h«?f yM^y-^^mmf» ti#t fee few^ 
heai4 h^F s>:tif^t. JVas sh^ t^^Tjig tf> fif^o^ ^W-^ 
f» Viill^e it <^9sier ip ja fQUv^j^Uofqi^^ fashion? Q<^ 
.pcwtl^ ^, wJiiQ ifaev ^t^«rj#e Wpo^* pnly -^ la 
name, haye <Jv^ W Wf^tS^ 

''Vw w«W' — ^'" ffp flipisfcenerf Jiis lips a^ j|f to 
i^ajce the wopd? <i?sti^ct. "Y(^ sa^r t^^ yx^, i5». 
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She paused a moment and looked at him with 

grave eyes which saw the haggard grief that had 

made him suddenly old. Then she held out her 

hand. 

"MT' M^'IWf" she say gently, "I aqilWJarylceJ'' 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



CHAPTER XXn 

WHEN Katherine Woods had reached her 
"squinty" room, she had swiftly flimgher 
possessions in two piles: a scant one of 
necessary articles that were to go into the bag she 
carried; the rest — dear feminine delights that she had 
purchased in golden days to make herself lovely in 
the eyes of her prince — went into the small trunk to 
be shipped South. Mammy Liza, faithful and true, 
was DOW her only friend. It was to the old coloured 
woman alone that she wrote — save the note that, 
addressed to Fairy-godmother, bore its material 
assuagement of Mrs. Prouty's grief at losing the 
boarder of the skylight room. She had worded it 
for two pairs of eyes. She knew that Comfort had 
trouble in reading her "squiggly" writing. The 
wild, passionate kiss that she pressed upon its 
smooth surface was the period which ended her old 
life. 

The Katherine Woods who paced back and forth 
in the Grand Central Station awaiting the train that 
was to bear her far to the Northwest had crushed 
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Martin even from the margin of her thoughts with a 
bitterness whose intensity she did not dare to 
acknowledge. To admit that with him had gone all 
that serves to make the life of the spirit beautiful 
would have been to realize the depths of her despair 
— and that would be dangerous. She had fought one 
Bgkt in the past, and it must come no more with its 
. gruelling fire. The sign oi her victory was a white 
bos buried under the trees in Central Park. Beyond 
this decision, purified in a past crucible, she had 
chosen her destination haphazard. She knew no one 
in the city that marked the end of her journey. She 
only wanted to get away as far as one lidrd of the 
sum that was her all would take her. 

She would write Mammy Liza, she had told the 
dusky servitor, "when she was settled." She bad 
smiled bitterly over the phrase. Not that she was 
afraid to trust Mammy, for she knew that wild 
horses would not drag the information from the old 
negress after she had read the letter that contained 
it. She had told bits of the story for she knew that 
mention of Mollie — ^her baby Mollie — would add 
grief's seal to her lips. Mammy was safety itself. 
Swiftly she realized thai, despite the presait imen- 
durable pain, she must keep on, and the only sane 
way was to keep on as she had begun. She foresav 
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questibs^g! ^' Cvm^ess: am^ jwebtsg of atbet e^ 

Derial' ci£eeA . . . Mammi' weo^d be iM.e go- 

ckaaged their postauu^. 

Haw ^le- woalii iwite!- Sk& Ibcfte# forward ^ i> 
wick a freaaiec^ eegemeae. A foemoidous' dfesk^ 
wae u)»0n-b«P suddienlljt'fop Btoney. 3ii«ey ;^emfidB 
kave- that — her — su^fi be paid': Baeb Hiom«sf thaC 
ab»-wa» ia bm <)ebi W€i8' a toitia^' Do ker. She re-' 
Slaved t» GFUflk' sot ef her sew ^- all buli &e' one 
pm^wse— Kg get mc«ey. 

She ci>^4 into- he? bep& taffy tba4) ni^t — es^- 
hausfeedl and ackmg wi^ a> pkysic^kupt) — for h«F' 
tortured soul seetuec^ very near the &ouitd» rf fike- 
Skf^. Her bodjjf bttf«ed( v^ft- pa^v and- tfie w^r 
of Ske- Trfieel* beaeatk ket seemed' grimlBig rata kw 
nerve* IXdIy ahe hea»i^ laugfiteF — and wond^e^ tf 
^e co^d- ever l^ugh' again, "^e f^»>j" seemed^ ton 
mock her witk itia ""ctowb o# sorrow." "Rje eool' afe" 
crept tkreugb' the- ear ae the ll^t? w»e Ibwevcd. 
She steps fitMly — stlai-eii^ up- st a sudden stop^ antf 
gesihg' out intouokHown-lbnd^ — strafe aod-weimj'arad! 
faofcistic a» the night-shadowedi uakROwn- atretche* 
of eke e^CTience' tkrougk whJek Ae' was tx^avdling; 
ka.ving; at iS&e- joumey's ends — ^at?- ^Ch tke- 
thoQgh« ^e would' siiilE baek wj%b s Uttie dkhhi' 
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it'SraBm'haartafterttIa; depat^we St Ji{rs.-£^jrden. 

Iver identity and iU stoiy,, ^ahe and Mortaa had 
'talked «i ijj&axis iar srarot— lonly *o eeone to .the eoi> 
x^sion tiiat the 'Mittle outer's" i&dwce «f j>attienee 
was theion]}' aas i» pinsue. i&f othtiig mas ^o difficult 
lor IDartin .as onactivitj^. Paciitg up .and dwffo. im 
•room, he slondy cobk te ^le ataddffiutig raalizatioQ 
theft Mas dceary «mptiEe86 of the 'WOiM would ^teetch 
itsdlf on -and itm, item day ito day — sunahmy days, 
vaitty days mdiose dr^s yitae " like the wet Msses of 
-little 'bal^ fairies." The words came to 'him out of 
4bftt wondesfol past. Me ffx>fated. She -was bound 
'Up with euerytlung beautifol wid -twder in life ! 

ttliece was a^aMnkmuithe'door and Bland appeared. 

"^ffbevs is bdov,.ffir,"^ aaid. '"EtoIdriBe that '.e 
-ivahed, sin, ^ner a Jiouf at iJbe.plioe yoU saidt :hun- 
til '<e landed that 'eamutbemaraiig. So '^J^ymeliup 
'uEtce, ax. S£ diredked *iiin lo 'wait at ihe conier,.eir." 

"Quite sight, iBland. Thvow «ome thuige into 
my )bag. i am igoiqg -to Mavtiodale. You settle 
.thinge ,here, raod ioUoiw iermonflw ^th Ihe trunks. 
W^it. iikak -the ilittle f airy-.ge«lmothe7 to "oome up 
Ihsre. ff^tliiave Peters itake u6«t>out a bit to make 
upior tfaeioas'jc^ajpeTade." Jt was a aew tiioiij^- 
'fulmeas in. Martin— ^birt iixent it mas « .fietr JUiartin. 
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"Very good> sir." It was indeed "veiy good" 
with Bland. With the mention of Martindale, a 
wonderful peace overspread his coimtenance and 
he was again the duteous and irreproachable servant. 
Bland loved service, and so it goes without saving 
that he was an artist at it. He had no liking for the 
anomalous part that he had been playing. He felt 
disgraced by being "in tryde" even for so short a time. 
He was not accustomed to mingling with tradespeople. 
He had spnmg from that aristocracy than which 
there is none more absolute — the aristocracy of 
"below stairs." For generations his people had 
been of consequence in servants' hall— dictators 
often, and always of the hierarchy. It hurt his 
dignity to be forced into companionship with those 
whose commercial souls were bate of reverence for 
livery. The fact that they had seemed to accept 
him upon an equal footing with his master but aigued 
to him the hopelessly crude quality of their gentility. 
Th«r easy democracy made him shudder. 

But now, with a new spring in bis step, he sought 
out Faiiy-godmother. His master's whims were at 
an end! He had come to his stxises. Jolted, too, 
evidently; but discreet servants do not admit such 
revdations even to themselves. Suffice it that he 
had^come safely out of his vagaries, and now there 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enchanted Hearts 305 

waa to be peace — and plenty. Vfiih an air of ease* 
and tliat gradous obsequiousness characteristic of 
his prideful service, be bad ushered Fairy-godmother 
into his master's room and had stood attentive until, 
w&b instructions to make ready for a ride, she had 
scampered out agtun. Rides with princes do not 
bappen every dayl-r-and they would find the Prin- 
cess. 

Though the golden air filled him with' a new cour- 
age, Martin found it a bit difficult explaining things 
to Fairy-godmother. At the suggestion of his going, 
her eyes grew very big' and her mouth all trembly 
tired. She did not understand it at all. If the 
Princess came backi he would not be there. Help- 
lessly he fdt about for words that would make it 
clear. The fact that Hartindale offered secluded 
peace and opportunity for thinking out the best 
methods of quest — as w^ as the least harassing 
baTOi in which to spend the time until he might put 
into action those of which he had abeady thought — 
this would mean nothing to the diild. And he felt 
that she should be considered, next to the Princess 
herself. In fact, he had plans for her; but everything 
nuist give way now to the present problrau. 
. ' Suddenly an inspiration came to him: "My king- 
dom. Fairy-godmother, must be put in order before 
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leaii3et(nttf^i<eatKletk£Pr}flcfi8^ Bad fairle»baiv 
evidently 1M^<^ at 4v»#k, AM th^ mtM h^ oM" 
mari(«tiWfed"; h gesture sjrtttred the *(j!rd tfVet the 
hurdled tO tlj« gdat ^ ti«f ufid«r&tasdtii§. "Yon 
and I ean pbat ttl«te : y&« to stay ben^ I to ^ da tie 
quest. Eji6b to fe^ioft }Jrogt«M w«ti^. Never 
fear ihart we ^kdlj 1K>( fl&d h^j and ueVeY tose teitk n 
us!" 

H«r eyes kMed; ''I'M 1*» Jiolli- boify-fjod)" Ihe 
annoUoeM. Si« did IMt kaoW eM^tly idiat a 
"body-^tjii" *fi3, SkUi fhal it «ll> a mchA^ 
ptiaeeiy adjtfhet-^-aftd it tad stioji4«d »«y «eB ia » 

story tliat the Pfi*** )Ud feid td beri "EVetf' 
prlHkfe hfiS dife/* she add^ ifi ex^atlatlttt. 

He stnilM: "I tUtik you WW Isalti! a bajlhd 
jittli; Mdy-^," he sidd: "Oaod-Uye ia ihe inei> 
eKt, Fairyigddaidtiief." Ill*)- iHid ICtariiei t» tke 
baMier aftA the tide, %e eSeirded his ne^ Mlb 

Iter slW Iftte a>iMSi UHoig a Mfi et«A af^alnit Uii 
'"H^^i Big PHiit^i*' SBe daid ifl a ^tin'Sftr Mrk al 
a Voice; "you'll eoaebadisedfl, wort ysUf 'Cava 
tf yod doW'-^Ae s«allswed hMJ^'TB^ni^ 
HtlSt!" 

He patted hef- haiid. "I'B (feflH) V6*y aom/* lie 
[It^miaed her, ''add bteafitltae ydti must report 
Beoittiit)** ydd af* Id say sintply that the FKnena 
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was called away suddenly. That is what I have told 
Stepmother. It's the best face we can put on it at 
present. I am g^ing to take my vacation. I'll write 
Mr. Cricket about it — so you may talk to him. Now, 
run aiMig. I'va WWbeJjinjf ym ujitil yw n«0h th« 

door" 

gbe paimd «»noiwIy, "Yon bftven't ^ytWng 

tP find b» with !'' phe ^wned ;'' n«t % iiflgle-wjngfe 

"To fi»d b^ with?" be i»pe*te<i, at se* as tp this 
f«iry meaoing. 

"Yes. Ypu cw't find her with nothiijit 't^," 4je 
asswted in real anxiety. "Vou've got to }i*ye a 
th^pg of h«M to &id hsr with. All prince dp or they 
wpuWft't be 'oessfuJ." Cieafly (Jjis was a BWitt«r not 
to be I^tjy put asidi^! Sadden!/ » light flared 
m his (ujderptwdM^, mi he thrMst Jhs ha*»d deep 
into }m pocket. 

''Ok, but I faave"; he w^s fooyi^Jy e<^r, ''I'm 
SHK I b*y« the viery thiifg iU» fiad » priucesa with," 
h? repe«f«d> «fl4 hf^ jj^ Uw p^lw 9^^ his hap^ a 
d»fiy «»7)s<t4(* bimvig thiag th#t n^de Faii^^god' 

Blotter clap her jtand* fe>r joy. 

"Ob, e^y« gojidyj" sV cried. "Yw «ai>'t mi^ 
bcrior th' ptj»^ iwe'$ (W her M'J satiw slipper!" 
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CHAPTER XXni 

TIERE is a certain platitude, immortalized 
by being named among the "bromides," 
which leads one to the. conclusion that the 
world is very small after all. The commonplace 
ia usually jabbed in as a comment upon the imex- 
pected crossing of two lines of existence which the 
hewers thereof have no particular desire to keep 
divergent — and the generality seemus based upon 
rather insufficient data. 

Now it is not the wish of mere chroniclers of cir- 
cumstances (over which they have no control) to 
scintillate with sulphitic utterance, but there are 
times, be it recalled, when the world appears most 
remarkably large. Martin, who had circled it once 
and had paid flying visits to different sections of it 
many times, was now finding it tremendously spa- 
cious. In fact, as he eliminated — for various reasons 
that seemed sufficient to warrant such drastic action 
— all countries outside of these United (on Free- 
dom's mountain height) States, he was beginning to 
realize that there are densely inhabited sections 
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even west of Albany, and that discovering a slim, 
brown-eyed, bubbly-haired girl — even if she chances 
to be a princess of the highest fiury ranking — ^is a 
difficult, not to say impossible* task. Hie seardh 
of the royal gentleman with the truant glass slipper 
was simple in comparison. 

The month of June had passed without one step 
of progress in the quest. July, begun with radiant 
energy, discovered Martin midmonth, for the first 
time in his life, in New York City. He was vaguely 
surprised, although he woidd not have admitted it, 
at the number of people who were in town. That 
in itself was discouraging. She might even be within 
local telephoning distance, he realized desperately, 
and he would not be likely to discover her. His own 
ease in keeping out of the way of his group of friends 
^though to be sure they were not overturning heaven 
and earth to find him — was a saddening considera- 
tion. 

His one hope of being able to trace Katherine 
through the editorial offices — which had suddealy 
seemed to vie with each other in securing her wotk 
— ^flared out ignominiously. All manuscripts were 
forwarded by Mammy Liza. One comfort alone the 
knowledge of their frequency brought him: judging 
from the fecundity of the imagination that supplied 
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her proiifle lypeiwileF, she Mnst be phgtska^' weft— 
and it wa» also- a rdieif to fcet sore tbal dweks <^ 
oana ldeya b fc pnfMirtMiBs wei» Wag- aea^ on to- 
Ttf«iiMj. Liza. Ulat tiiej? arrived tbence pEOin{k<^ 
aai aait to Kfttbramc'si hand M c Mk Qgide« bwfe 
him never to doubt. 

"Mammy is- tbe old-tiaM dukjv— IuIMbI unto 
drtttl^" s^ toU hna, '^^ shr WMid out 08 ber hmd 
sooner tbaa ht^any a trust te> aiqr menfan- at tbe 
fandap. Besides, sb« «afiecia%- «qesU]ui Kaftste 
w&a taiighrt h^ to vtad and wnfie — oecKOfilixhKncntK 
vUdt havc-becM afgreal eoBdoct, to Mamm;^ in her 
old nger. I iritt dietate a blti» fi«r j^war ssodiag;. 
if ytu dhBese^ bvtt I ieci thai it viU b» MftTwilwig." 

Skc was ^imte rq^Kti The tcttu* ifaa ntsracfi ta 
bmi at MsTkindalle — the address laAn- pasaFtd^ 
sensed on tiw niaheftthiii^ enTek^. It va» 
Moadged, aad bfurcr the uaoaistskabSe^ aroaia of Eiyias 
fat. Following hard upon it was a notice from an 
WDpretentiotta New Yo^ bai^ raforasiBg- hum that 
tVK homdred- doUaxs had been. piaee6 there to- ba» 
credit. It vaa a blow that vhi(^)«d the rcd^ ^lu^ 
iqp blood iato Charies Martin's chcdis. The laist 
dnte that pwMMcd here was ivhafc had brau^iit hitn 
ha^ to NeiT York, but it had coiae to- nau^ift. A 
Itttcr wriittea ta Katihcsioe and sent in Mamaa^'s 
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oare had l)eeii Mituiwed usopened and •cooauiffii- 
cations from Cricket and F-urj'-gMbnvtiKT, iikeoose 
fleat to 4er thus,- met ib/e same fate. C4early 
Mammy's ordera faad Ibeen to forward aothing bnt 
the niere«t fousinees «G«NDUBic«tiaas sul cBie diedbs 
whidt, it «^}eared, were duly d^cwifeed in liK 
■loremenlifmed u^miteatious N^r Yoik 'hank. 
Nert; «veB iiic n^ht <rf "^ mme «€ Maittn could 
cticit ntfoimt^en thence. 

It -wits Bhstad that titey <i&Mi}d l»e biffied so! 
Kadi due pcoradaed weH, wid «edi came to a siHiden, 
tlefinite tenanKatioau Ka^erine had hedged her- 
self behind the two iiuaainoimtftbAe de^oioes iidui^ 
Stffi exist m tite midst of a more or less mbndiHtble 
woHd: the peTKOtai loyalty of m single soui tJuit 
knows nothing bnt to keep iite taith, no utatter what 
tbe cost; afid the traditknal and «xisteat Meals of an 
mstitutima to wfaidk houoar is not « mere £gUTC- 
faead with a suficieot iMitid>er i^ <^^iera after it. 
lltNe two aione lotew bee secret aad l^tese tvn 
would never t^wige it. Hie matter began to takB 
m a luipelew aqiect. 

GoDfowaces between Maatin a»d Mis. (^den 

irere, m these dayv, indiued to be ^oomy. It was 

Ift owe of these that he had thou^ttleGslyAasbedather: 

. "WemutvMVeUJwuHy lisaBBomeway! WiH 
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you go . . . ?" He stopped apd bit his lip 

b^ore her sad eyes Ufted. 

"I — cannot," she said simply. "You forget that 
—I am dead." She added thoughtlully: "That 
was the beginning of the mistake — but it does no 
good to bewail it now. I never dreamed how it 
would be! I fancied her there in the Rectory with 
Mother — ^free from the disgrace of it and only mourn- 
ing me as dead. Sorrowing for death is an ennobling 
sort of grief; it does not corrode the soul as does dis- 
grace. ... I never dreamed that Katsie would 
have both to bear!" Her lips trembled, and he 
turned away with a slight shiver. 

Carruthers and Cricket had been taken into con- 
fidence and both had thrown th^nselves heartfuUy 
into the quest. Both had smiled — in kindly aside — 
over the notion that the task would be in the least 
difficult, Carruthers with his hold upon Katherine in 
a business way and Cricket with a blithe assurance 
of a sentimental appeal. When they discovered 
that their masterly efforts did not even reach the 
person for whom they wctc intended, they were 
frankly astonished and chagrined. In r^ly to the 
protestations that there must be some avenue of 
appeal, MoUie Ogden shook her head with a sad 
little smile: "You don't know Mammy laza " 
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Camitb^^, with a svnit and delicate understand- 
ing of Mrs. C^den's desperate need for all h^ maital 
and spiritual resources, liad forborne to press further 
the matt» which lay at bis heart. In the desire 
to be of service to h^, he had done for her as he 
would have had her, in like circmnstaaces, do for 
him. In this magnificently altruistic adaptation of 
the golden rule to his conduct he made the mistake 
that a man usually makes when he treats a woman 
as he would be treated — ^he utterly missed her need 
and h» longing. She could not translate his si* 
lence in his own terms. 

Though her intuition told her that nothing 
could change that great heart which had so 
simply opened itself to her, she indulged a wil- 
ful tmd almost childish sensitiveness to the extent 
of quite misconstruing the gravely courteous reserve 
which verged upou formality. The apparition of 
concrete disgrace had appalled htm at last, she 
fancied. To marry an unknown Mrs. Ogden — 
whatever her history — was one thing; to accept a 
much storied "Mary Lee," whose picture in a 
bizarre character part had adorned the front pages of 
yellow journals — was quite another. To be stwe, 
that same picture had befriended her living self 
even if it had travestied her memory, for no one 
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v9idd eV«f retx^te her trma tb HIccimsb. No; 
MAfy L«e Wds dead* and^ there wu no cUtiger at 
h^ fe«bneeti(Mt. £v{« if she should chance vpoa 
My ai ht* (ortier KtBg« atsodiater^dnd no sUch ocoi- 
deht hfld y«t bi^idled her <>r wOs llkriy to oom« to 
p«^^«th«y wduld se« ki her only a remArkftble 
reseflihlMCe, if la49ed they rtsnonbered her ■* 

II WHS tftie that her identification with the &st 
#lf6 of Kdbwt Ogdm Muiin hod made a diffenaoe 
ill Cattuti^m'i Attitude toward the mattvi' of praun 
ing the vantage which he coidd not but know that he 
Heidi It WA«| httWevQf, an U^Mt qiltte otbw than 

th&t which flhfe fancied lay 6t bot«mi ef Mft convene 
tionally i^BU6i friendUttees. At oAc«t upcoi taltlfig 
hiifl into tati&d^bce, Martin had toM Iifan of hi» 
intenti^d to Ubdo so fu wl he coidd---in the pit!-' 
fully i&Adequatf) measure that wob 1^ to him^ 
the Vff6^ &at hi had done her when she hod been 
hi^ brother's w^^ fie hod determiii^d to settla 
apiA h^ &e widow'a portitm <rf the estate of which 
his broths hftd died posseuedt and to put into tnut 
ler David^^^tntfl his coming <£ ag^-^the renuundet 
<tf tiie Martin fitfttfBe's «qu<U division^ Martin 
bad KriF««»ed a diSmdty— whieh in fact eventuated— 
i& taftkifig her iiex^x ^ts cettlefiKBt en the ground 
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tit its bang her barest due, and had hoped that his 
€Ad friend would aid him by persuasiona. 

This Carruthers, with a hard, unyielding gruff- 
ness, had ahnost violently refused to do. Martin, 
blind to all passion but his own, felt the ground giving 
way beneath his feet. If Jack Carruthers refused 
to stand by himi , . . Was he then, as Fairy- 
godmother told him the Princess had said, meta- 
morphosed into the beast again? Then Carruthers 
made his confession — a word, a phrase, a gesture — 
and now, with the swift understanding of sympathy, 
Martin grasped the whole stoiy and roundly cursed 
his own stupidity. 

"So you see, I — can't, old man!" Carruthers 
finished miserably. "I can't even wish you suc- 
cess. For if it comes to you, I cannot conceive of 
myself going to her and saying in effect; 'My dear 
girl, will you do me the honour to let me provide the 
bread and butter, and perchance pay the rent — If 
you select something within my means — while you 
purchase the limousines and the j>aiS de foie gras 
of our existence?'" Martin's heart grew hot within, 
him. 

"It might just happen" — ^he was dangerously near 
losing contnJ — "that Mrs. Ogden does not estimate 
love in terms of limousines and jxM de fois gras'* 
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He had sigmfied by rising tliat the interview wai, 
CQ his part, reachii^; its conclusion. "If I were to 
tell yea what Ithink of the man I caie for most in 
this world, I'd say to you. Jade, that you are A 
<]funned fool!" 

"Thanks," returned Carruthers, in like mood- 
ier, ^thou^ fais fury against the author of his love's 
-wretchedness had slacked when he had discovered 
ihat it was Martin, it had not died. "It might 
also haj^Kn, Charley, that Mrs. Ogtkn does not 
estimate notoriety, disgrace, humiliation, and loss of 
love of every sort in terms fA limousines and paii 
de joie gras. I'd like to tell the man I love best in 
the world to keep his damned old money!" The 
"blow struck home and Martin went B^iite to the lips. 
It was a pulsating moment. The friendsh^j of boy- 
hood and manhood stood to be ruptured irrevocably. 

It was Martin who saved the day. He grinned 
'boyishly as he flung an arm about the shotdd^^ ol 
his friend in the old comradely way that had more 
than once reduced matt^^ of great apparent pitJi 
and moment to the trivifdities they were. 

"Ain't it lucky, Jawn," he drawled impudenlJy, 
""that we're willing to admit we're so confounded 
keen about each other?" Th«i they gripped, with 
ihe old, boyish heartiness. 
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Of this scene Httle Mis. Ogdoi knew nothing, 
la {set, Ac had seen CBmithezs only twice aiuce 
her iJe« to be kft to ponder her course. She 
had immediate^ resigned her position with him and 
had accepted another — lar less MmuneratiTe and 
mate exacting. 

She had wondered idly why Cridket, and not 
John Canrutbcsn^ ^uuld have been entrusted with 
the nuasioa of making cfear to her that, by persist- 
enee ia ref osal, she was dmng an incalculable injus' 
tioe to her b(^ aa well as evidencing an ahnost in- 
human ladk oi leapoD^vemas to Msrtiu's sineete- 
desiie for icstitutiMi. With his inimitable kindly 
candour, Cridtet made her aee that it was sheer 
obstinacy whidi possessed hex to refuse what was 
rightfully has and the haj'a, and it was his masterly 
pleading that finally convinced her oi the futile and 
illogical vengefulness td her persistent obduracy. 

The legal aspect of the settlement was swiftly 
arranged, and she suddenly found hn^eU possessed 
of an income which seemed to her limitless — as in- 
deed it was, with her slender demands upon it. The 
sole difference that it had made in her mode of life 
was that she withdrew from the seething city in late 
July and todc a modest little cottage where David 
could have the advantage of the sea air and whole- 
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s<Hne country food. She had seen Carrutliers just 
before leaving, and his formally worded congratulap 
tions chilled the heart of her. How could she know 
that a man whose great love was capable of giving 
and forgiving all, could not receive in the same spirit 
in which it would give? It was the last accusation 
which woiUd have occurred to her. To her mind, 
her recent diange of financial status was no more an 
intrinsic part of herself than a change of attire or 
abode. Her sensitive spirit veered helplessly from 
one explanation ai his conduct to another, settling at 
last upon alternatives: either he was displeased with 
her acceptance of Martin's semblance of rehabilitation ; 
or he could not bear the ignominy of marrying one 
who m^ht be discovered some time to be the notor- 
ious (she spared no words that she might exculpate 
him the more readily) Mary Lee, publicly branded 
as an adventuress. Either was a condusion which she 
could in no wise explain away. Time alone could 
right it if anything could. Meanwhile, she threw 
herself wholeheartedly into the baffling search for 
Katherine. 

It was so ridiculously easy to trace her as far as 
Mammy — and then all things came to an end. The 
swift and imconditional retiun of Fairy-godmother's 
letter was the death of the final hope tA evading or 
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hnmapizmg ilie swarthy Cerberus. Mollie Chen's 
pumshment for her three years of silence was fully 
commensurate with the enormity of her mistake. It 
was almost more than she coiild ending to note Mar- 
tin's swift aging, told in the spatter of gray at his 
temples and the lines about his mouth; and the 
drooping of Fairy-godmother made her catch her 
breath in terror. 

"Hie child won't live through another six months 
of this," she told Martin desperately. "We must 
— must think of a way." 

Martin had seciu^ for the diild from Mrs. Prouty 
an indeterminate vacation which he had planned 
that she should spend with the Ogdens. (She had 
conceived a wondrously maternal affection for 
David!) To his utter amazement, Fairy-godmother 
refused. The Princess might come back! He tried 
to explain, but she was sweetly obdurate. A single 
wedE-end she granted him, but even that was filled 
with a nervous agitation. She was so sure that the 
Princess was arriving in her absence! His cheerful 
endeavour to keep up her hope of success in the face 
of every rebuff was now working to his disadvantage: 
the only means v^iifji would have moved her from 
Ifrs. Prouty's would have been to discourage hope of 
thor finding the Princess, and this he was not able 
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— eitiber ((x ber sake or bis own-^^ faring himself 

lo do. 

He oould not help sdmiring the pefsdstence Of 
lier endtuing faith in tiie eventual trimnph of the 
£ood fairies, yet vith the failure of evoy fiaa, he 
witnessed the spiiit quemjied within her. Ihe heat 
.of the dty told npon her ondly. She moved 
iiiTOUgh her appointed tasks languidly. It was wdl 
itx her that Mrs. Pronty knew of "]S&- Prince's" 
interest, and had in advance each week the lOkt of 
rthe "skylight" room which the two were keepmg iot 
ibe Princess — so Comfort explained to her. Tflioagh 
lie had "gone to the country for tJie summer" (a 
-mystmous enough arnmgement if any one diould 
ask Mis. Piouty!) and held out no posmbility oi 
letuniing und» her roof, Mrs. Prouty could but 
fe^ a wholesome re!q>ect, wbidi amounted to rever- 
ence, for a young man xvbo had, in cold blood and 
otha-wise perfect condition, rented her second floor 
^ont without having! She had oome to believe, 
indeed, that "Mr. Prince had private means" — and 
4Jiis view grew with each secretive aanounoement 
until it assumed pr(^>ortions not unlike the truth. 

It was the final vision of Oomfcot at the week-end 
wbidi bad decided Mollie Ogden that something 
anust be done at cmoe. Hie duld's laaaitwle was 
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daiige«>us. Her big eyes were sEadowed with drdes; 
her face was tran^wieDt^ wliite, and tbe diildish, 
roundness had fallen quite away leaving painfully 
angular lines in her pathetic Uttle figure. 

" I am gfAag to writ« to Katheriae," ^e fold Mar- 
tin, simply, "I shall inclose it in one to Mammy." 
It was a plan that they had talked over b^ore and 
'^ j^r tin had thought unwise, ffia argum^it was 
the same now. 

"You are placing your alt on a slender chance," 
he said. "Maumi^ will «thef bcJieve it a crud trick 
and refuse to forward the letter op " 

"I think that she will know my handwriting." 

"Then to fcoward it would be a still more cruet 
thing, for no written words could make Kath^ine 
understand sudi a silaice — such a wrong done you 
both. 'Why a letter now, if not before?' she will 
reason, 'unless it is '" 

"Unless it be dictated by your necessity," she 
finished, sighing. They had been over the ground 
many times. 

"I understand. It is true." 

"In person, you could take her by storm, and her 
joy and love would get the better of her reastm and 
give you a free hearing. It is the wily Ik^jc. Yow. 
must go to Mammy and find out wha« she is." 
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It was the final deciston of Mrs. C^en and he 
accepted the misdon with a rueful smile. He had 
little hope of his presence in perscm moving the 
heart of the dusl^r virago who^had soit back his 
pleading letter after it had been — quite evidoitly — 
read. 

"I'll go," he said, ruefully, "but you may have 
to send out an expedition to discover my frozen 
body." 

"It won't be frozen," laughed Mrs. Ogden. "It 
may be scOTched to a cxisp, however. I've seen 
Mammy in one of her towering rages when some- 
thing seemed to threatai her loved ones. There is 
another chance," she added hopefully, "in the post- 
master — ^for it is a tiny town, you know — and if you 
coidd ingratiate yourself with him, he might reveal 
the postmark of Mammy's letters." 

It never occurred to any of Uiose engaged in search- 
ing for the True Princess to employ the services of 
professionals, nor, to do them full honour, would th^ 
have entertained the notion for a moment. They 
were not seeking a fugitive from justice, but frCHU 
injxistice. 

They took Fairy-godmother into their confidence, 
and her feverish excitement all but burned up the 
little remaining energy that she had. It was a dear 
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stray ci hope and cmnfortj however, that she whis- 
pered to Faiiy-baby that night as she Uy Btifling: 
in the little skylight room which mariced the sole 
change in her life that Martin oonld posuade her to 
make. 
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IT WAS a hot, weary, and discouraged pr&ice at the 
end of a two days' quest in the sweltering, breath- 
less village — a remnant of the old South. The 
sdieme of propitiating the postmaster was dismissed 
at first sight of him. He was a crabbed and irascible 
pomposity of a former generation who at once looked 
askance at Martin's immaculate attire, and did not 
conceal his suspicion of the accent that at once pro- 
claimed him a "No'th'nuh.' 

And Mammy? Martin shuddered at the memory 
<rf the interview although he coidd not but laugh at his 
^nominious rout. He had the Northern inability 
to deal with the children of the dark-skinned race; 
and Mammy, perceiving her advantage, pressed it to 
the uttermost. 

She did not seem in the least surprised at the visit 
from him. She had, apparently, been expecting it 
for some time. 

"Ah knowed yo' all was a-comin* scallyhootiii* 
^own hyah expectoratin' me to tell yuh 'bout Miss 
Kath'in — ^but Ah ain' gwine do it, and yo' caiu* 
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Martritf mah haid wif yo* triflm'. Ko, mhl Toa 
ii maghty cralty, yo* No'th'n gemmens is — nui^hAy 
(■■fty — ^but yo' cain' stagnate Main' lis*:— noy saiht 
Ah knows ye! Yo' takes mah baby — tnah 1*0 M»*y 
Xiee — ^np thah an* yo' mi« huh! Yaaa^ sab — da^s 
iriiat yo" does, an' then yo' tries to kDI ntaL Min 
Kkth'm— ccHtnin* smifficatin' round hyah to fin' ovt 
wfaah she is! Hunb! Ef yo ain't dat Mahtin 
scallywag hisself yo' is his hi'ed tnaii" — Martnt 
jtnnped as hex turban neariy waggled HafM off in the 
sadden thrust into his face— "Huohl HONH! Ah 
nedccm so! Gittin* yo'se'f up fit to kiU, and hcaMJm* 
xoimd wif yo' sweetmisses tryin' to get some'n aatm 
Mam' Liza what she promise bcT Miss Kath'iu dbo 
aoB^t gwine tell " 

"But " Martin felt that something shoidd 

stem the tide. 

"Doan' yo* but me, young main! Ah'ae ginoe 
teQ yo* what Ah thinks an' it ain't gwine be no honqr 
cake lak yo-ali's eithah! No, sahl Loir-diMim 
Yankees, kilUn' cme o' mah babies an' tiyin* to steal 
di* otheh! Ain' yo' got .no shame in yo* braut? 
Ain' yo' got not feah o' Gawd A'mi^ty?" 

Her hands on her hips and her turban wagf^lin^ 
die was indeed enou^ to disconcert any one. Maitm 
had never been talked to exactly in that way beCoMt. 
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He had had little experience with the plantation 
temperaoiezLt, save that small aspect of it which 
showed white teeth whai a coin was slipped into its 
iumd. Heie was something very different. MoHie 
<^dm had warned him not to'offer Mammy money 
unless he wished to prejudice his case at once; but she 
had held oat hope that flattery and kindliness would 
aid him. Mammy, however, was blacker than she 
Jbad bem punted. 

"Yo* is a diile ob de Debbil — dat's what yo' is," 
«he thundoed at him; "de chile ob de Debbil, comin' 
projeckin' wif yo' evil qiells. G'wan away from me, 
yo' man debbil!" she almost shrieked, raisipg her 
hand in imprecation — ^to such a pitch had her 
fren^ led her! "Doan' yo* ebber let me see yo' face 
again! Ah ain* gwine tell whah she am till Gabrul 
blow his trump — and de dead rise once mo'. No 
Hbbin' soul can mdc me — ^man, wooman, chOe, or — 
debbil!" The last was gasped our sepulcbrally. 
Mammy was quite evidently moving even herself. 

Holding his hat in his hand as he sought out the 
shady side of the street on his way back to the little 
' old-fashioned hotel with its drawling proprietor, 
Martin mopped his brow, and experienced a sense 
ef defeat that was entirely novel. It was not a 
pleasant feding — but he forced himself to write'. 
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humorously the message which was to be wired to 
A&s. Ogden: 

Bouted foot and horae. Will not yidd iDfonufttioii til 
Gsbrid trumpets dead to life. B<«m XtMoostaw night. 

Much to his surprise a return tek^gram for him 
arrived: 

Arrive to-morrow MoT^tonSiIS. MeetlMa. M.L. O^ 

Moreyton, he knew, was the Dearest town, and 
within comfortable driving distance — for motor 
cabs were quite unknown in that vicinity. Leisurely 
he prepared to make the cool night drive to Morey- 
ton. ^The slow-glancing proprietor of Hie hotel 
spat as he considered the question of bdng able to 
get him the necessary equipage. 

" Why — ^yes, suh, I reckon we can get you all some 
so't of a tote ovah," he yielded finally, "though 
Lem's got th* cabriage. I could get yo* a boss r^t 
easy. Yo' all cain ride, ciun*t yo*?** 

"Oh, yes, indeed," Martin assured him, feeling 
pleasantly conscious that he was oontrolltng himself 
wonderfully considering the wiltmg heat and uige- 
ments to exasperation, "but you see," half apolo- 
getically, "I didn't bring my riding togs with me." 

The long-mustachioed proprietor stared at him a 
moment and then burst into a low, (dnicJEling lau{^. 
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"My Gannl]"he drawled in a sort ol mufiical guv- 
^e, "'ridin' tawgs!* Gem-men" — his eqionstve 
Hjestuie induded the entire ofBce of drowsy laggaids 
— "alloir UK to introdooce to you all a No'th'ouk 
wIm> caitt't ride to Moreyton because he" — ^Ihe 
Voice dnqiped imiwessiTely — "U^-got his ridin* 
tawgs!" 

TLe joke was nchly appreciated, yet in sudt hearty 
ctwiarBdlsm were the drawling conmients made that 
M""^'" tdt they were laughing witih him rath^ than 
at him and pt^oax joined in their mirth- 

"But — ^my bag? " He raised his eyebrows humor- 
oudy, fearful ol creating f iirther diversion. 

"Striqp it oa yo' aoimul, suh." The proprietor 
Iiad awakened to a real interest. "Hi, boy!" — 
smnmoiung a loa&ig young darky comfortably 
garbed in the tq>per section of trousers and the lower 
lection oS shirt — "fetch a hoss hyah strawng enou^ 
to ca'y this gemmau and a sm^ valeese without 
breakin* its back!" With a flash of white teeth at 
the twinkling under the bushy brows, the young n^ro 
was off. 

So it was that Martin rode to Moreyton that 
evening. He chuckled for the first time in maqy 
weeks as he loped along. He wished that Bland 
coald see him nowl 
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' At first M&rtm refused point blank to have aiqr- 
thing to do with Mollie Codec's plan. 

"You will simply frighten the pocur, siq>eistiti(iiis 
old soul into ^Misnis," he protested, eying with ill 
fiivDur the yards of white illusion throogh which her 
flushed and nMist little face peered at him anxiously. 
Moreytou'a tiny hotel parlour seemed Boating with. 
H! 

"It is the only way left!" She unwound it wttb 
a determined little lift of the chin that he had grcnm 
to know well. 

"It's inhuman, if, as you say. she really believesin 
spirits that return to earth '* 

"It is inhuman to us all to stand betwem Katae 
and those who mean most to h^. . . . Aii4 
Mammy is a tyrant. If she believed that it was 
best for my sister to be cut o£f from us, not event 
Katherine herself could move her. It would take a 
miracle; and I will be the miracle!" 

"She will believe that you are a tritk — an appari- 
tion conjured up by the 'debbil's chile' from the 
infernal regions — and you won't get your informar^ 
tion," he diallenged her half seriously. 

"Listen!" There was a weird waJling. ventri- 
loquial in effect, which became articulate in words 
ffpoken with exquisite intonation: "Liza, Mvy Lee 



=d by Google 



330 Enehatded Hearts 

has come bsck famn tlie dead to be with Eatherine 

—but she cannot find her." 

Martin uttered an ezdamafion. 

"You don't fcnow that voice, of course," MoDie 
Ogden said aofUy. "Iliat was my mother's. Mam' 
Liza will know it. YouwillknowFairygodmother's." 
The imitation was so pa^ect that he looked around 
despite his reason to see if a trick had not been played 
on tiiTii- 

"It is marvellous,*' he confessed. "I had no no- 
tion that" — he paused — ^"that Mary Lee possessed 
8udi real talott." It was the first time that he had 
faced the name squardy and she liked him for it. 
"It is too perfect to play on a poor ignorant old 
n^^ress, howev^^. I — ^I can't bring myself to oon- 
salt to working toward such a climax." 

"I will never, never see any of you as long as I 
live." At the sobbing grief in the voice that he knew 
so well — words that Fairy-godmother had repeated 
to them both — beads of peKipiration sprang out 
upon his forehead. 

"Don't — don't," he muttered. "My God! Do 
anything — anything that will bring her back to usi " 

With luggage left in Moreyt<m, ready for a mid- 
ui^it trmn bade to New York, th^ determined to 
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retrace Martin's journey of the evening before, 
" 'lighting" and leaving their horsea hitdied on the 
outskirts of the little town. Martin had avoided all 
suspicion c^ return by sending his mount back by a 
young n^ro that morning. 

"When your fdl purpose is acc<nnpli8hed, and you 
have found out where — she is, what do you purpose 
doing? " he had asked Mrs. Qgden as they urged their 
horses into the nearest approach to speed that they 
could muster. 

"Rush back to New York, give a few instructions 
to the nurse about David, snatch Fairy-godmother, 
and make for the given address," she told him with 
the fire of excitement in her eyes. 

It had been a ride fraught with deep meaning to 
both of them. With the woman beside him point- 
ling out familiar objects and connecting them with 
tbe old life in the sleepy Southern village, the sweet- 
scented air became redcJent of Kathmne's childhood 
reminiscences, and m(H*e than tmce he completed her 
anecdote — to her delight — or added to the sxmi of 
than. Involuntarily he contrasted the sonmolait 
simplicity and pastoral delights with the harsh tur- 
moil of the metropolis from the mranent that she 
had arrived upon h^ sad errand. No wonder that 
she had been dtterly unable to cope with the moiliDg 
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scdcexs for place! Mary Ogden seemed to fed t^ 

tenor of his thought. 

"I can never, never foi^ve n^sdf," she lAi** 
pned, mist)' eyed and tieinUiiig ot lq>. "I did sat 
dream that Katsie would leave it all — that ^e wcniI4 
iutve Dotlmtg here to keep her from seaiyjung for me. 
I fxnild not know how it would be!" 

"No," comfrated Martin as best he oould, for hn 
beart was sore with its own burden of reEnwse; 
"no, you could not know!" 

It was marvellous moonlight when, keeping weD to 
tiie outskirts of the village undo: Mollie's guidancer 
they reached Mammy's little calnn. It was not set 
in the heart of the negro colco^^ — an unnsual arcnm- 
stance even as Mammy h»self was unusual. Ob 
tiie contrary, it stfmd i^art with its tiny plot at 
ground as bdiooved the dwdling of one who had 
been raised aceacmg "qnaUty." On one side a line 
of bushes protected it fnan the dust of the road, and 
Into these the stage directed' and leading acttnr of tlie 
little drama disiq>peared, leaving Martin sudden^ 
■with the words, "I'll be there at my cn^ never 
fear." 

The old darli^ was seated in front of the cabin., 
aoftly humming a weird melody as she nxdifld badk 
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fend forth in ber rodixflefls chair. She manifested no 
MOpriAe iqion seeing Martin. 

"Good evening, Mammy Liza*" was his <Jieaftil 
gteeting. 

"Howdy, Mistah Dd)bifanan'*; the opening 
de^ty was not an^ucioos. "Yo* all bade hyak 

"I had a dream about you last night, Munmy 
liaa" — ^Martin f<»rced his Trace into a supernatural 
monotone, per instructions — "and I thou^it I ou^t 
to ecnne bade and tdl you abotrf; it You might 
dumge your mind." 

"Ain' gwine change mafa mind." This was definite. 

"I thought that I saw you in heaven " 

"Hunh! Dat! Dat' so?" The interrogatioo, 
scouted hhn with its intimaticHis <^ vast scoffing 
iDcredul^. Martin went on serendy in the sing- 
Boag Usut, standing negligently at ease: 

"A very beautiful angel was talking to you — a 
lady who seemed to have known you wdl on earth." 
Mammy strove to keep tlie interest oat of the glance 
she gave him: "Your Miss Alice was saying to 

"Mus Alice? Miss Alice? Huconne yo* know 
dat name, yo' Detnil man? Tell me dati Hncoome 
ya' know dat it was mah Miss Al i" 
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The pity within him rose as he saw the look of 
terror in Mammy's face, and Martin's heart over- 
came his instructions. 

"Mammy Liza, your Miss Alice knows that I lore 
her daughter and she is going to help me in any way 
that she can" — uid in his heart Martin felt that 
he was perhaps speaking the truth if all could be 
known. 

But with the slight veering to the plausible, he had 
lost his hold. 

"Himh!" It was the ultimate reach of scorn. 
"Hunh! If mah Mias Al done got anything to say 
to me she know whafa Ah is. Yassab; an' she ain' 
gwine mek no fool No'th'nub dream it. You heah 

what Ah say you — you " But at a slight sound 

in the bushes Martin had disappeared. 

Softly, musically, 0oating through the night air 
came the tones <^ a voice that brought the old darlqr 
to her feet shaking as with ague. 

"Liza, you are keeping my child from those who 
love her! Maiy Lee has come back — and you must 
tell her where my Kalherine is!" 

The negress clutched the jamb of her cabin door. 
and swayed back and forth dizzily, but as she glanced 
about, she seemed to recover her courage. 

"Sho," she mutt«ed, "cain* fo(J ale Mam' Liza 
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with no projeddD'. Ah heani tell ob debbils bef o*. " 
And then suddenly hex black face seemed to turn gray 
and h^ eyes started from her head. 

She fell trembling to her knees and began praying 
in a loud voice. Out from tfae glossy green of the 
bushes floated a white cloud — shimmering, misty in 
the sflver moonli^t — a cloud that seemed to mdt 
away and reveal the figure of a young girl. In sim- 
ple white she stood there reaching her arms toward 
the prostrate n^^ress, two long braids hanging oiver 
her Moulders and about her throat a slender gold 
chain ham which hung alodiet that riveted Mammy's 
eyes as th^ caught s^t of it. 

"Mah baby!" she shrieked, "mah Til Ma'y Lee!** 

"Don't be afraid of me, Mam' Liza," the appari- 
tion soothed her. "I am coming back to life as soim 
as I can find Eatherine. I had to come back* 
Blamn^ — for she is so lonely.'* 

"Not to any libbin' soul — nottoanylibbin'soul,'* 
the trembling black woman was muttering to herself. 

"But I am different," said the vision, "I have been 
dead so long ! Ikfother wants you to bring her babies 
togetha'. Mammy Liza. You are to tell me where 
Katherine is!" There was a real sob of pleading in 
the voice, for the emotional strain upon theapparition 
was no li^t matter. 
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Maiim^ httisai out into wild wailmg that tibrcat-. 
ened to aronae tbe nei^ibourfaood and be^pnt fum- 
Ming with her tuibao. 

"Ah got it fayah in mah haid*" she kept mumfafimg 
between groans, *'Ah got it hyah in mah faaidt" 

FfaiaUy she withdrew from its ct^pacioas folds a 
fflip of pf^er, and in. the nn wiKg ht llie i^ntitiiiig' 
diirography {Reamed familiar. The Tision advanotsd 
amrifUy, gave Mammy Uza a very humanandrqitur* 
ous hog, and vanished into tbe bushes, leaving tbe 
old ctdoored woman standii^ there UiiAing feop* 
fully at a shinii^ Ittlle object that had mystcnxialy 
taken the place of the al%> of paper in her hand. 

It wa3 a gold loc&et hung on the slenderest oi 
<jtaias! 

Only too well she knew the cksp, and with trem- 
bling fingers she ideased the jquing. There gased 
np at her the lovely eyes that she had seen dosed m - 
the last sweet sle^ and surcease iriaa a weary, paln- 
liven worid! She fondled it kmn^y as dte niur- 
mured with sobbmg breath: 

"Oh.MissAl! MissAlhoney! Ah nebbah knowed 
dat yo' all wvs a^watchin* ober na all de time!" 
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TO KATHERINE WOODS-Jondy, tesUesa* 
and iitterfy wretdied with the menuaies 
that Alt vxunly strove to drive away witJk 
mad, unoeaang weak (gay, lilting love tales over 
wiodi she smiled hitteriy!) — the fnendly, vn.- 
^afg^oBMBg city on tlM> apptx Miasist^pi had. 
grown unbearable. Its beauty aroused m her lonp- 
ing» that dkc could not stifie; its very frioidliiiess 
aeemed to oSer lier a stone when ahe was crying for 
bread. DeqHte its huge industries and great wealth, 
it was a city at home-loving folk with a kindly if care- 
lesa interest in the stranger within llieir gates. Their 
attitude was ingenexal a hybrid of Western ho^itality 
agnd Eastern uncritical indifioence. ' 

Their very acceptance of those whom tJiey knew not 
betrayed their a^-sufficiency and an easy realizatioa 
that every oiie ^e had an equal right to stand or 
fall unto himself alone. At first Katherine felt a 
grateful sense of security, but as time wore on the 
oramection between a constantly suai^ing typewriter 
and the name l^t appeand in the July and August 
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niimbers of popular magazines — so largely made up o! 
fiction that even her efforts of spring came into use — 
suggested to the omnivorous consumers of light litera- 
ture among whom she dwelt that they had a person 
of importance in their midst. 

With her mind intent only upon her work she had 
not foreseen such a contretemps — ^nor could she have 
avoided it if ^le had — since, for excellent reasons, 
Carruthers and other editors to whom she had sub- 
mitted her work urged against nom-Hie-plume signa- 
ture from the first. 

Very suddenly and unespectedly she found herself 
a much-sought-after young woman. Under other cir- 
cumstances, ahhou^ her redundant modesty wotdd 
at ail times have felt ill at ease imder the exaggerated 
tribute paid her simple talent, the attempts to lionize 
a mouse would have secretly amused her. Now, 
however, becoming known and identified with her 
W(»'k held a real menace. 

She awoke one morning with the relieved feeling of 
having in her sleep arrived at a decision: she was 
leaving at once. As she flung her long braid ba<^ 
from her face with the accustomed weary gestxu«, 
she slipped her hand under the pillow and drew forth 
the watch whose ticking had comforted her dragging 
nights and days. ISkchanicaUy she allotted th/ 
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taska of the day to the hours inilicated upon its 
friendly face. Before the circuit should be made 
again she would be gone — whither she did not know, 
nor did she care, save that only the turmoil of a great 
city could hide her safely. In event of communica- 
tions to forward, she would leave Mammy's address. 
That night she was on her way to Chicago. 

Thus oddly at times do things happen in this work-a- 
day world of ours, where, unconscious of one another's 
plans, we defeat our own ends by the very freedom of 
our actions! Out of the darkness as Katherine's 
train thundered southward came the friendly hoot 
dying away in a wail that betokened an approaching 
iron comrade. Clacking over the rails they passed 
each other, and as Fairy-godmothor stirred in her 
sleep, half aroused by the unaccustomed sound, Mol- 
lie Ogden laid a quieting, comforting hand upon the 
child's shoulder and pulled farther apart the heavy 
green curtains for a more generous supply of the air 
that grew gratefully cool as they whirled northward. 

Mrs. Ogden dismissed the taxicab in front of 
the house whose address was on the slip of paper 
in h^ piu^e, and Fairy-godmother fairly danced 
up to the door in wild anticipation. She bad 
been coimting the hom^ — and, since they entered 
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the cab at the hoteJ, the minutes — that would 
^pse before she saw her Princess in the flesh again. 
Alb^t she was more controlled. Mdlie Ogden was no 
less exited, and over and over again she had re- 
hearsed the scene upon which they were entering. 
The Scandinavian maid who admitted them seemed 
to have no notion of the person wanted until they had 
r^>eated the name several times. Then she an- 
notmced blanJdy that she would see Mrs. Conroy. 

It was Mrs. Conroy, wholesome and sweet oi face, 
who told them. Indeed, Miss Woods bad been with 
her — ^many weeks — ^but she bad left the night before 
for the East. A yawning blackness suddenly en< 
gulfed them. 

Faiiy-godmother'a head drooped swiftly as the 
bloom of a flower wilts mysteriously upon its slend» 
stalk. Mary (^den again felt the chill of the icy 
fingers that she had come to believe were the talons 
of her Nemesis. Was she always to be too late? 
Quite composedly^ however, she asked if no ad- 
dress had been left. Mrs. Conroy brightened in the 
womanly desire to be of help. They seemed so dis- 
appointed, poor dears! Yes, indeed, she had left 
an address by which she could at any time be reached, 
and quite unconscious of the blow that she was deal- 
ing, Mrs. Conroy redted cheerfully Mammy's state 
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uA town and lode box. Ev«n Fairy^^odmotber 
kB«ffr t^t liiifi WHS almost worse than aone, and 
Mffty OgdeD pealised tbat her ghostly trick Bught iie 
played hjocc bat not tmee. 

Tltey were lA the exact point c€ progress at w^(^ 
Uey Itad beoi yAtsa ^e had nutracted Mu^.to 
ent«r upon tibe tmssicHi to Mammy Lisa ! She loiAed 
ftt Fasy-pofhnother, and ber heart acbed. Full v>dl 
^e realieed that thedbJld had kept up on t^ stimu- 
lus of hope akrae ; what would happen now akm did not 
dare to thiric. The trip back must not be began im- 
tU they had had some dight opportunity to rest, f(Mr, 
with the hope in ashes, it woidd prove intenamably 
tediotis, S it did not indeed eat up the remai&do: of 
the lender strength. Comfort fo^ht the deiay with 
pleac&^ and the tears of weakened Belf-control, so 
a compromise of one day was effected, Mrs. Ogd^l 
makmg reservations with forethouf^t of a knger 
drfay in Chicago unless the child took hcMt. Hie 
loss of Katherine had, for the time, seemed sw(d- 
lowed up in a vny present uid acute anxiety: she 
feared that Fairy-godmothw would never readi New 

**I suppose," ventured the d^ at the modest Mid 
ratho' stuffy little hotel in Chicago whose «nineat 
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respectabilify had been its only lure for Kstherin^ 
*'that you wouldn't consider taking an iq>artm«it off 
somebody's hands for a fortnight or so?'* Katherine 
hesitated, and he went on dieeifuUy: "Once in a 
while folks that want to be gone for a vacation or like 
that list their places with us because nobody but 
nice people comes here — ^the kind that they'd be 
willing to trust with their things. Fve had quite a 
lot of guests fill in that way when they got tired of 
hotel living. This is a buUy cool apartment and 
you can have it for just the bare rent of the place 
empty — bright near the lake, too." 

"Why, yes," agreed Katherine listlessly. "I'D 
go anywhere where it is cool — and quiet tor work." 

" Coolest and quietest place anywhere around," he 
asseverated, handing her the address. "Mi^t go 
and have a look at it, anyway." 

"Oh, I'll take your word for it," she said with a wan 
little smile. "It doesn't make much difference — ^for 
two weeks." 

"Poor kid," said the clerk to himself as he made the 
necessary arrangements for her (there was something 
about Katherine Woods which had ^ways compelled 
chivalry!). "Love, probly. Southerner, too. 'Ah'Il 
take yo' wohd'"; he smiled as he quoted. "Some- 
body's a damn tool!" 
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So it was that Katherine Woods emoged from bet 
cab aqd superintended the transference of her bags 
thoice to the elevator of a handsome apartment 
house juat as a small, plump laddy broke loose from 
his nurse and, with a rapturous shriek, rushed into 
the arms of a merry-faced, prosperous young business 
man who was courteously waiting the sio^ng out of 
the freight aad passenger elevator luggage. 

"Daddyl" Hi^ in the air went thefat, wrij^^ling 
legs and Sonny Boy was seated upon a broad should^ 
as the devator boy announced, sure of sympathetic 
ears: 

"^*s hai a-ridin* up and down with me foh fifteen 
minutes, waitin' foh yo'." 

Katherine smiled involuntarily into the eyes that 
held the proud light of fatherhood and an tmswering 
twinkle met them. As he stalked o£f the lift at his 
floor, he looked thoughtfully reminiscent. . . .- 
Where had he seen that girl before? Surely he knew 
those eyes. He would ask Bettykins who the dickens 
she was. A dull thud on the floor above betokened 
without a doubt what apartment she belonged in — ■ 
the elevator boy did not scan to care whether the 
bags burst open or not. 

"Bettykins," however, had just been informed by 
the distiessed servant that the ices had not arrived for 
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dmner — dearly that was no time to mquiie aboot a 

nuideB with wistlid ^es. Besides, Mm Cumthen 

Ames had sereral toys iriuch had to be mended all at 

once. 

As tor Kathcrine, much more i mp ortant thit)^ 
hi4>pened at once to idnKvb her attentton. She had 
ab«ady wired fw Mannny liza, who when the iae»* 
sage arrived was vainly stmg^Dg with the stab d a 
pencil in the effcnt to force her orthograj^ into 
describing accurately her wondfrful viaion. In de- 
lighted anticipatioD (rf the visit No*th, ^le abaiH 
doned her strivings with the futilities of letters 
of the alphabet; she would wait mrtil Ae ocwld fell 
Hiss Kath'in all about it, andaho>whe*thelodEetas 
proof that would root skepticism. 

TbA dire perils of travd had been eased by Katln 
eriae's e^liat dkectioos in the letttr that followed 
hard upon the teJcgram, and her generous purse had 
made discomfort tm the old n^ress impossiUe. Yet 
Mammy was much wcvn by the unaccustomed* 
ness ci a journey, aad the blissful hours foOowing h^ 
arrival she ;^>ent in attempting to realize the fact 
that pct^e could live in a "layah cake" without the 
slightest knowledge of or interest in eadt other. 

To Mammy, it seemed impassible that these who 
lived under <me roof should not lorai a otnuuunity 
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of fat««sta that 'verged in intiniacy upon the social 
relati<«is of a laige, devoted family. Within a few 
houT3 she was rnaJdng important discoveries about 
the seighboura — for ber expanrave friendliness won 
her condderation, and hex tnrbaned head gained 
her distinction where all other occupants of the 
buikUng blurred into the background, regardless of 
station. As soon as she roumdly boxed the ears of the 
grinning young n^ro who ruled the ups fmd downs of 
the elevfttor, there was established an enUnte eor- 
difde between them that nothing could sever. More- 
over, she at onoe made friends with a small masculine 
toddler in white who cooifided to her that he was 
" Jonkwuss Sames" and was going to the "wake'* in 
the "choo-choo." 

That night after Mammy put things to rights 
following her Miss Xath'tn's slight but deliciously 
prepared meal, she felt that the »lence of the type- 
writer keys betokened an auspicious moment for 
disclosure of her secret. For many days the fashion 
of its telling had caused her anxiety. If her dear 
young lady did not believe! ^e found Katherine 
in the s<a-eened-in porch room silently gazing over 
the lights of the city with an expression in her face 
that swiftly changed as she heard Mammy's voice. 
Too late Katherine became aware fA her, however — 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



9M Enchanted Hearts 

for the longin; and pain o( utter veariness of worldly 
things in her unconsdoua pose had smitten the iAA 
fXtloured woman clean to the soul. 

"Miss £ath'in. honey," she began, yearningly, 
"Ah'se got some'n to tell yo' datll be mighty fine 
listenin'." 

Katherine smiled : "I'D be glad to hear it, Mammy 
Liza. It has been a long while since I have heard 
anything that was mighty fine listening. Sit down 
here by me and tell me all about it." A sudden 
thought drove the blood to her cheek. "Only — I 
warn you. Mammy — no intercessions for — anybody. 
If you have had visitors to ask of me, I — ^I don't 
want to hear about them — please." 

She did not speak the truth, and, intuitively. 
Mammy knew it. If she had poured out her heart, 
she would have confessed that ni^t and day, despite 
her arguments, her ridicules, her scathing denuncia- 
tions of what she was pleased to call her "weak- 
ness," she felt a consuming hiinger for the sound of a 
vibrant voice and low, teasing laugh; the sight of 
dear, kind eyes (that somehow shot with a tiny 
flame when she was near) ; and the touch of a smooth, 
strong hand. The complete truth, had she voiced it, 
would have flung out passionately that she did not 
dare to hear of his search for her, lest, with this salve 
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to wounded pride, she would strive to find a way to 
exonerate him, to argue an excuse to return to him. 

Nor of Fairy-godmother did she dare to think, for 
she was indissolubly bound with the prince of the 
fairy tale that had come to nati^t. As her spirit 
as well as her body drew farther and farther away 
from the acute blinding pdn of that terrible morning, 
she saw the child's part so clearly; she yearned over 
the woimds that her swift, unreasoning passion had 
inflicted upon the tender heart; she rec(%nized that 
hers was not the only house of dreams which had 
come tumbling down! Yet, in foi^tfulness of her 
own diitdi^ sorrows (perhaps because these had 
been few and fleeting), she fancied that Comfort's 
wounds were now but scars, and that the fairy prince 
had more than made up to hsi the loss of the princess. 
It was bitter — ^this thought — and then she smiled at 
its bitlCTuess. Why should she care if a child for- 
got? 

Yet now it was with a heart that cried out in {po- 
test against the words even as she spoke them that 
she repeated to Mammy Liza: 

" Nothing about those who have come to search 
for me, for that would not be fine listening. It 
would only hurt me to remember." 

"Lawsee, honey," said Mammy — ever literal as 
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far as words were coDcerned; "dat dMn 'connt 

spexrHs, does it!"' 

Katherine smiled in gi^uine amuaement at the 
snxiety of the tone. 

"No. Have you had beav^y visitants, Mamnij?" 

Exdtement nungled with awe trembled in 
Mammy's ric^, deep conttalto: "All aho ha;^ honey I 
Ahshohas!" 

The girl would not have admitted the sense of dis- 
iQjpamtment whidi 8t<^ over her as she thus dis- 
coiv^«d the trend <tf the "fine listening"; mstead, 
she determined to give Mammy's supostitious 
msunderings a req>ectful hearing. 

Jnst at yfbat ptmt in the stray the attention of the 
listen^ suddenly fooused upon the narration rather 
than the n^rator, she could not afterward detei> 
mine. The vivid dramatic recital in the exotic 
fashion peculiar to the dus^ race held her breath- 
less and palpitating for the dhwuemerU. No men- 
tion bad Mammy made oi any save the vision that 
bad emerged from the doud upon the summons of 
the heavenly voice; and at the vanishing of the form 
aj^in into the bushes, Katherine drew a long, quiver- 
ing breath as of (me brought back to reahty after a 
flight into the realms of blissful imaginatiMi. 

*'It was a very lovely dream. Mammy," she said 
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softly. "I hare dreamed of — ^MoUie, tofr— rery 
often; bat my ni^t visions do not have the happi- 
ness nor vividness of yours. Always I un se^ng 
her in the dark; idways she is just escapii^ me." 

" Dream naffini" shouted the old negress. "Dream 
nuffin! Does yo' all redbm Ah'se gwi&e come up 
hyah mSes and mfles to t^ yo' 'bout a dream? 
Ain't Ah always had conc ir spectawi *bout such 
t'ings?" Her voice lowered, pleading. "Does yo' 
reckon Ah'ae gwine bconbast yo' hopes dat-a-way? 
Look a hyah, hoiuy! Dis txa what she done gov 
me: let' it in mah hand w'en she took the papah. 
Does yo' reckon a dream wouki leave a sho-'nuff 
locket?" 

Bewfldered, Satherine took the trinket and me- 
fjianically rdeased the qmng to look isto her 
mother's eyes. "Mtdlie ^ways wore it »wmd her 
throat," she said, a chill creeping over her as if a 
hfeath qA cold air had come to them. "I — I don't 
vnderstand. Wh^e could it have oome from; where 
— ^where?" Hope sprang up within her de^ite her 
reasMi. 

"She say she gwine ]3> again,*' the negress dianted. 
"She gwine fin* yo' iJl — dat's what yo' ma say — 
and come to ke^ yo' from gittin* lonesome. Dat 
what she say; dat what she'll do." 
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Suddenly Katherine sprang to her feet and began 
pacing back and forth the little room excitedly. 

"Mammy, Mollie is alive! I know it! I fedi it! 
Never — never would she have given this lodcet to 
any one else. MolUe hersdf came to you and she is 
trying to find me. I don't understand, but I know 
that it is true. Oh, Mammy! we ^all not have to 
wait and search and grieve any loi^r." She hugged 
the corpulent form close. 

"Hunh! 'Twawnt no live body come to see me," 
murmured the old woman obstinately. " 'Twawnt 
no live body dat talk like yo' ma outen a cloud. 
Sho! 'Speck yo* all would try to figger out dat 
it was one ob de Isnilites, 'tendin' he was Gawd 
A'mi^ty dat done talk to Moses outen de bushes. 
No, suh! Cain' tocA Mam' Liza. Dey was a vca'ce 
— ^yo' own mothah's voice, chile-phoney; and den 
de vision!" 

"But the locket, Mammy! The locket is as real 
as real! You see a real live po'son must have put 
that in your hand. It's Molly's own locket!" 

The turban rose in majesty to top Mammy's full 
height. "Does yo' all reckon dat One what could 
tiun de water — ^plaines' kind o' rain water — into de 
fines' kind o' wine, cain't mek a little no-'count locket 
like dat ef He done got de pattern in His House?" 
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''Listen, Mammy." Katherine tried hard to 
curb her impatience. "Did the — ^vision — take away 
the address that I wrote for you? " 

"She sho' did. Ah had it rig^t in mah " 

"Yes, yes, I know. If it was Mollie," ^e mused 
with a thrill at the words of it, "she would surely 
follow it up at once. If she wrote, of course the letter 
would be forwarded to you and then finding her 
would be simple. But there is just a chance — 
the m^^st chance — that she went in person. I 
am going to wire Mrs. Cooroy this address after 
aU." 

There was a return message from that estimable 
woman, much to Katberine's surprise. It informed 
her that there had been a lady and a little girl, giving 
the name of Ogden, who had be^n there and had 
immediately returned to the East, leaving no ad- 
dress. 

Katherine read with a heart that was nigh to burst- 
ing. The name, Ogden, made her assurance doubly 
sure. The identity of the little girl did not ev«i 
«iter as a matter of interest. MoUy had been there. 
Mollie had travelled God knows how far to find her, 
only to meet with disappointm^it and a clue that 
sent her back to Mammy's door. More than that; 
whatever had kept Mollie from letting herself b? 
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known durii^ all these years mi^t now a|>pear 

again to keep faer from returning thitbar. 

Worn out by the strain of wild h(^ that ended in 
utter despair, she crept into Mammy's aims and 
sobbed out her uiguish of desolation npiHi the 
capadous breast, childwwe. Her grief was the 
greater because joy had cnt^ed only to leave tba 
darkness more h<^)de9^y impeneCrable by reawB 
of its sudden blkiding light. Had MMnuny spcdccn 
one word to associate Martin in any Wt^ with the 
appearance of the viflion — althou^ to be sure 
Mammy herself saw no connection between the 
two — ^her despair would have submerged all the 
jagged reefs of pride with wbidk ^e (ended off ea^h 
white-winged truMit thoi^ht that i^ped from Love's 
boundless ocean to sedc tJw harbour of l«r wistful 
soul. 

But Manmiy was obedient as only one bcHU in 
serfdom can be obedient — end KatheriiK had for^ 
bidden mention of Martin's name. So the negress 
travelled back again to the sweltoing little village 
to sit outside her cabin of mi evening and watch 
with prayerful eyes for a vision that never came 
again. 
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HOT and dusty and weary was the return to C3ii- 
cago for Mollie Ogden and Fairy-godmother 
tboughthey had again chosen the ni^t trip for 
the promise it held of grateful moments of cool respite. 
After sleepless hours in which ;^e tried to soothe Com- 
fort's fevmA litUe body into a semblance of repose, 
Mollie Ogden knew that she did not dare to push 
mercilessly into the great heat under whidi New York 
was then laid prostrate. PeAaps a day or so at the 
l^eezy hotd on the lake front whidi she had selected 
in Chicago would bring back the intrepid spirit to 
further resist the bad fairies, and restore the roses 
to Fairy-Godmother's cheeks. With well-simulated 
gayety she made plans for a week's stay there, 
sending on the address to Martin and the faithful 
nurse who was attending to David. 

Fairy-godmother, however, showed only a polite 
interest. It seemed as if the struggle to make any- 
thing appear of sufficient consequence to discuss was 
too great, and she fell back into listlessness after a 
quiet acquiescence in everything that was suggested. 
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In vain Mrs. Ogden strove to arouse her toward the 
expiration of their stay: it was only after the direct 
appeal in which the necessity of getting back to little 
David was put foremost, that the child, by an almost 
superhuman effort, brou^t into play all her reserve 
en^gy and asseited a desire to get back at once. 

"The Princess might of gone right back to Step- 
mother's and they're keeping it for a s'prise," she 
invented, with a feigned zest, for she herself had come 
to believe that the fairies had succeeded in estrang- 
ing her princess from them forever. 

"And tlie Prince will be wanting to see us," her 
companion added with forced brightness in an en- 
deavour to induce the child's thought into channds 
that promised fulfilment of desire. 

The light of love sprang up in the sad eyes. 

"Dear big Prince!" she murmured. "Don't you 
think that he wants the Princess most of all?" 

"I believe that he does," whispered MoUie Ogden 
with an odd little ache in her heart, and her gaze far 
away. 

"It se«ns queerish," begMi the child thoughtfully, 
"that she would stay away from him when she knew 
it was the Prince. It isn't as if it was just from me 
■ — or you" — ^tor the unquestioning mind had not 
thoroughly understood the whole matter of relation- 
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ship involved. "It's because he's the Prince — and 
they b'long." She followed her own thoughts si- 
lently for an instant and then the tired little voice 
took them up aloud; "If you knew that somebody 
trooly-rooly b'longed, you wouldn't not let him find 
you, would you?" — with a beautiful disregard few 
n^fatives; '"speshully if you knew that it hurt?" 

"No," said MoUie Ogden, and then a sudden reali- 
zation came to her — a readjustment of values in the 
Ught of the big, dear eyes that rested for athoughtf ul 
moment in the depths of hers as if searching her very 
spkit. "No, Fairy-godmothw," she said very 
himibly. "I should try not to hurt him if I were 
sure that he belonged." 

Somehow the words conjured up a vision of a 
fine rugged profile, cameo-cut, against a gloom of 
daxh houses drawn up like a line of gigantic soldiers. 

It was just at this point that Fate appeared ui the 
not-unaccustomed guise of a bell boy with a message. 

Mollie Ogden perused it again and again b^ore she 
could quite se«n to grasp its significance. It was 
from Carruthers, and her dulled sense did not even 
marvd that it should be he who sent it. Prom the 
crisp wording she filled in the facts: David had been 
stnidt by a motor car — ^they hoped not seriously hurt, 
but it was best for her to come at once. He had also 
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vrixed Ames, his brother-iit-Uw, to put binueU at her 
service in every way. Medianically dte lead it 
akMid to wondering Fairy-godmotber, too dazed her^ 
self to eoBsider the possible effect upon the sensitive 
sympathies and h^^Mrtiung tempraatnent of the 
child. Not did she, indeed, dta^e her anxiety, realize 
that for many days Fairy-^odmoth^r's daunt* 
less will aloae had kept in het worn little body 
the semblMicc of her aocustomed vittUity. . . . 
The dtock of the words that wpraag at oace intd 
Uviog reidt^ painted with giglantic stm^ npoa 
the inu^[lnaii(m of the child of Art's own bearin|^ 
snapped some slend» thread within her, and lor a 
moment the spirit escaped from the bonds of the flesb. 

As Mrs. Ogden looked op frcas the tersely worded 
message she was fAmulating to Carmthcra, dke dis- 
covered that Faiiy-godmother had qoietfy slid to ths 
floor, tmcMLadotu. 

lite young phyncian, who was sununmod at coioe 
from his rooms in the hotel, looked grave and ex- 
plained it aJJ in rather tecimical langtu^; it seemed 
to mean semehov a starvation of ceS tisnies be<!aiise 
food, taken under certain ttieotal cofirditicnu, does not 
nourish the body, and Nurse ^teep deserts her postk 
and \he w31 to Mve is h^tad. There was a dan^r- 
ouS state of exhausticm and the daSd must not, tt 
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ike peril of smipptng again timt deikder tkread f(MF- 
tartr, be moved fartbar than to a hoapit^. He 
Koommeiuied an Qeeellerat sanat(Mriuia at wlu^ tike 
wbite-faeed, anxious woman shudtiexcd, with all the 
horRNTof a peiaoD in health, and apesiy rebeUed. 

"I'm sure," ^e said deBsttelj, trying to hoki Iter- 
flcif upon the tbou^t of the matter in hand askd pat 
tile agomsmg news ot the metBoge out of her mind for 
a Momoit, "tbajt aiie will never recover undrer sueh 
circuBistanees. She is very sensitive to atmospheresr 
a dreamer, and introapective to an extreme. To be^ 
entizely mrrounded with suggestjons of Ulness would 
fee the wont possible thing for her." 

lie young physician ahnigged. After all, it was 
not reiUly his case, and he could do no more than 
exptex an opinion^ (WtHuen are obstinate, aoce 
they ficc^ a notion!) 1^ must refuse, however, to 
attend the child further if his OTders were not id- 
Jowed in^lkitly. That was the long and short of it 
— and the sensitive child was miaustakably in a dan- 
.gezous condition. He put it courte(Aidy» of course, 
but quite dearly. 

Her ;q»rit rent, with anxiety and indecisicat* MolUe 
Ogden did the one thing that she could do. She 
called Woodford Ames upon, the telephone and ex- 
plained the situatifm to him. She was obliged to 
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leave Fairy-godmother: that was clear. The case 
seemed to her not to call for a hospital or asanatoriuiB 
unless one «>uld be found less institutional than that 
which the young physician had suggested. Hie 
treatment seemed to be the natural methods of 
proper food and care, with massage and utter refit — 
the sort of thing that a nurse could manage excel- 
lently. Did he know of one well recommended by 
his own physician and was there a country place or a 
suburb where possibly they might find a quiet spot 
for her charge to recuperate? 

With Camithers's message open before him, Ames 
let his big heart go out to her in her extremity. He 
had a solution at once: Betty and small Jade were 
"up at the lake" and he himself was going to be at 
the club during the time of their stay. The maid 
was at the apartment, whidi was big and cool and 
comfortable for the nurse and the little girl until the 
latter was wcJl enough to move, or until she — Mrs. 
Ogden — could return and find a place more to her 
liking. Meanwhile, he would keep an eye on her and 
report progress — ^to add assurance to the doctor's 
professional reports; and, by the way, he would have 
their own physician send out a capital nurse. If dike 
said the word, he would have the car right aroun^d to 
the hotel and take them out there. 
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It was the sort of thing that John Carruthers him- 
aeii would have done, Mrs. Ogden felt with a sudden 
loosening of the tension about her heart. So with 
tears choking her voice she thanked Ames ftnd ac- 
cepted his kindness. 

Fairy-godmother herself silently received the de- 
dsions as they were made known to her. Her heavy 
lids drooped over the weary eyes and she let them do 
with her what they would. 

The effort of her faint, *' Give my love to Davy, and 
— Prince," quite exhausted her. Too long had she 
drawn upon that hoard of precious golden strength 
which Nature hides away in the recesses of our body 
t» be opened, as a last resource, under the magic 
sesame of hope! 

It was thus that she bade good-bye to Mrs. Ogden 
in the spacious, airy apartment to which Woodford 
Ames's car had so carefully driven them. The child's 
white face, clearly lustrowr as alabaster^ brought the 
blinding tears to the brown eyes as Mollie engaged 
in a last consultation with the plump and pretty 
aurse. Had she not paused for that last word before 
she announced that she was ready to be driven to the 
train, she had caught sight of a wistful-eyed, bubbly- 
haired girl being lifted in the rather ornate cage to the 
floor above. 
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V As it vaSf minted witih the anguished feat of tQ 
tidings tiiat mi^t meet her at the end of her journey, 
was a. sickening sense of def^t in the heart of the 
woman ^o stared at the scaiery unseeingly whfle 
she reviewed the quest that had taken her away from 
het boy. 

Martin was for going to the child at once when he 
heard, but Mrs. Ogden, pale with sleepless travelling 
and a nig^t of watching at the bedside of her boy, 
advised against it. 

"Hold out the prospect of a visit as a treat — a 
reward," she told him. "It will work wonders with 
her, and mean more than your going now. It might 
upset the careful r^men which the nurse has im- 
posed." 

So, instead, he scoured the shops for fairy tales, 
and sent her letters which he illustrated with a charm- 
ing fantasy and delicious hiunoiu-. His instructions 
to the nurse were simple: her patient was to have all 
she wanted, regardless of expense. At last Fairy- 
godmother had come into her own! To Martin, 
feeling that all things had come to a sudden end in 
regard to Katherine, this charge of Fairy-godmother 
was a relief. It gave outlet to his mental energy to 
iay the plans for her future and granted a dear respite 
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to bis pain to occupy his mind witli her possible 
present pleasure, Mrs. Ogden be bad seen but the 
once whw be had run up to the country place 
where she had, in a feelinjc of such security, en- 
..soNiced David. He found that all man could do 
Camithers had done, and wisely he left it so, yet a 
queer feeling of unutt^able loneliness stole over 
him. 

Then came an odd thing — odd, that is, when one 
has no real depth of notion of human nature. In 
this yearning for human companionship he did not 
seek out the men of his own rather undemocratic 
estate who were left in town, nor did he fly 
to the usual haunts of pleasure seekers. Far 
from it. It chanced that Cricket was having a 
vaoation. and he was qiute as much surprised as was 
Martin himself that the latter should bag him and 
carry him off to Martindale. Yet that fortnight there 
sprang up between them one of those rare friendships 
which can exist only where two have tried each 
other's mettle first (often it is foemen's steel!) and 
. found it true. Apparently th^e was nothing upon 
which they were agreed: their tastes in books, in 
art, in music, differed widely; they ridiculed each 
other's pet fonn of athletics unmercifully. It ap- 
pealed that even their methods in fishing were quite 
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at variance. Yet beneath the sxirface of things was 
an invisible bond: all difFerences — hard, unyielding 
things they are at times — grew soft and pliable in 
the refining fire of manhood's uttermost love, and 
became hoops of steel wherewith they were bound 
to each other. 

These were the days when MoUie Ogden, sitting at 
the bedside of her boy, came to know the wisdom of 
the silence, that neither explains nor seeks explana- 
tion. It was not a time for nice balancing d obliga- 
tion; for the grudging affection which says in effect: 
"Thus far will I go if thou do come tome." If in- 
deed she understood at last the real reason for Car-" 
ruth«:s*s silence, she gave no sign. Unless the 
merciless demands that she made upon him evidenced 
the will to place herself utterly in his debt. 

A boyish eagerness to serve her, to relieve hear, to 
bear the burden of her moods of despair at the end 
(^ the first days when the boy's life seemed like to 
snuff out before dawn came, possessed him. 

To the man, too, came the realization of the tense 
demands life would always make upon this pas- 
sionate, rebellious, half child — half woman— with 
her heritage oi the almost bitter pride of the South 
and her absorbing tenderness where she loved. Bow 
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feebly were even the needs of the past few days met 
with the lunitless purse! And life, full tA beauty and 
u^iness, full of pain and pleasure, stretched before 
her, for she was beautiful and young. 

He remembered the simple words in which it came 
to him: "I could not have lived through it without 
you; David is all that I have!" Side by side they 
fought for his life, and they won. This night he had 
come up from town to make sure that she "went to 
0ea for a breath of fresh air," he said. It meant 
riding like mad to arrive in the deepening dusk — ^lor 
the trains were abominably timed — and racing in 
tike manner far into the usual hours of his post- 
midnight rest. She knew it, yet sighed with relief 
when her faint expostulations were met with smiling 
obstinacy. 

"The boy is being excellently well taken care of 
DOW — ^he has nurses and physicians no end; but you? " 
He shook his shaggy head at her. " Woman, you are 
using upon these professional seekers after ailments 
that retaarkable histrionic ability of yours to such 
an extent that you have them — the whole pack and 
parcel of them — utterly deceived. They don't know 
that your nerves utterly gave way this morning and 
that you wept — over nothing at all, I'll wager — thi^ 
afternoon." It was a long shot and in the dark but 
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he saw by her guilty start that be had not bjt wide ^ 

the maj'k. 

"Now, in lieu of a pleasure yacht, we'll climb 
aboard that foolish^ leaden, qreaky old row boat down 
there and I'll shew you the muscle of the man that 
made the college cxsjf fantous!'* 

The domineering spirit hi him strengthened her 
as it always had. She cpuld not imagine how a fail-' 
xire could live near John Carrutbers afid not take 
heart, or else slink away in veiy ehame. To her he 
was a tonic; no other man had ever seemed to call 
her very soul forth at the sound ^ the clarion. In 
the masterfulness of otha^ she had felt always 
merely the sounding bra^ or the tinkling cymbal, 

''You're a bully," she mimnured tauntingly, 
letting herself be swept along to the beach; "you're a 
bully, and yqu are egotistical, and-^if I were- not 
tired I should think up otho- things about you!" 

"I could think up detestable things no end about 
you," he retorted, struggling to launch the antique 
craft, "but I am too instinctively chivalrous." He 
was in high good hiunour. 

Then-^possibly because she was weary, poisibly 
because she had had odd bits of time to ponder (so 
futile is our thinking oft times !) over things'that were 
pa»t-^^the words leaped out ere she could stop thcmii 
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■** Ycu would not have to tliittk tiwan up; that Sort 
ii thii^ would ctnae, ready made, to ha&d if one 
Wtire familiffl" witii akittimhig newspapw files." ^fe 
was horror-struck at tibe iU'^ttiiied, bitter candour bf 
it as the phrases swept forth from unguarded lips. 

He paused, looking out to sea for a moment, and 
^ stood m cold stiUness hearing the sound of her 
voice reverberate about her. Suddenly he saw hiin- 
self through her eyes, explained his own silence in her 
terras, ev^ visioned her ee she must have fancied 
he had looked ufmn het s&iCe he knew. Hiough 
words may be translated' into the tongues of all tiie 
nations of men, silences may be interpreted only by 
each soul in the language known to itself alone! 

Could she have fancied him that sort of a cad? Yet 
was he better or worse than that in fearing to defy the 
torments of his own pride — where hers had been ruth- 
lessly torn down; dreading the possible comment of a 
thoughtless, chattering mob for himself when he 
held in such little account its estimate of her? It 
was a real moment pregnant with self-questionings 
and rich in its decisions for both of them. 

"When you and I put out to sea, little motha-- 
girl," he said simply, letting his eyes rest in hers, 
*'there will be a crew of three — ^but no cargo of past ' 
3 to weight us down. Come!" 
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It held infinite meaning for her — that word of his; 
it was the summons first of all that she heard, and 
her heart leafted out to meet it; it was the magic 
sound at which the shackles forged in the headlong 
passion of the past fell from her. Yet withal it 
held, despite its imperiousness, a condition; there 
must be no cargo! He knew h«- moods; it was al- 
most a promise that he was exacting. 

She went to him, and, tremulous with weariness, 
leaped against him simply, as a little child. 

"I will forget," she said, lifting her eyes to his. 
"Dearest of all the world, take me, and help me to 
fOTget!" 
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CHAPTER XXVn 

ONLY » week had passed, hut it" seemed to 
Fahy-godmother as if she and the pretty 
nurse, whom she had named "Snow White>" 
had beoi shut up in the castle a long, long time, 
^e \ay by the window uid during the last two hours 
of the mcffuing, hours after the visit of "B^ Bear," the 
physician tliat Woodford Ames had sent to them, 
she would watch the children across the street dee* 
orously playing under the chaperonage of their 
white-capped nurses. It was a small park with a 
sufficient amount of shade to lend itself to gossip and 
an ^change of complaints, so the youngsters were 
allowed untrammelled liberty during the mornings. 
The fact that Fairy-godmother soon wearied of 
watching them in itself argued ill, and her increasing 
listlessness was reported each day to the physician^ 
with anxious c^es. Martin's letters held her bng- 
est, the nurse told him, but of late she was content to 
lie with them under her cheek, unread. 

"I can't unnerstand," she said to Snow White* 
pathetically; "th' words crumble up so!" 
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"It is utterly impossible to hold her attention by 
reading) altbough Mr. Martin has sent a carload of 
fairy tales," reported the nurse. "The complete 
thought of a sentence, eren, does not reach her. 
A» she s&ys, the 'words crumble up' without mean- 
ing!" 

Ihe {>hysicvui shook his head. "She is an odA Int 
of psychcdogy," he sighed and smiled togathn*' 
"We're not deep enough— yet." 

'*lf she wens older." said the nurse. "I should 
say that she was slowly dying c^ a broken heart, 
Behold, O Master, how unscientific I have grown!" 
she added, half iaugbing. 

IW wise oid man patted her shoulder encow 
^pagiy. "iHy dtM, be as uflsoientific as you like, 
so you follow my orders," he smiled* "You may 
disq^ver one of these days that science is in its in- 
fancy when it com«s to dtagnosisg conditions of the 
human njind." 

There was a cool, strong breeze from the east 
that day— ^fitful, to be sure, yet with none of the 
enervating odours of hot walk and sidewalks or 
dust-laden tre^ scorched beneath the meroless sun. 
Comfort, weaker than ahe had ever been at all, 
made no comment as the Big Bear and Snow White 
moved her into a Toom which had not been in use 
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sifter they had titken the apartment. He Burse 
had demuired a Mt at the change tot she told Big 
Bear tliat it Was trei&endously a<Asy. 

"^e can at^id the noise if she has this refreshing 
breeze," waS the pfompt dedsloft^ — though he made 
a ipry face at tlie hub-bub trhich arose from the street 
ttl Ute ccOistaDt processioa of motors Wended their 
Way hitJber and ytm, and at a flimsy bit of popular 
dance music (ferilliontly i^ayed by hands that might 
have wwught fairef things had they chosen) which 
fldated fai at the <^n window. Beneath it all was 
a steady rhythmic choking which they did not no- 
tice at all! 

A letter had come that morning from Martin 
whi(4 the diild held under her (ieek imtil she was 
"reSteder," and one from MoIIie Ogden lay beside 
hee on tiie fable. The coolness crept in about her 
l&e tender hands as she lay in her pretty new room. 

Exhausted with the effwt erf replyfeig to the doc- 
tor's few brief questions and adjusting hersetf to new 
MuTonndings, she dozed with eyes haU shut. Her 
thoughts, nebulous things always, were less able 
than usoal to form cJeariy. Davy was better; 
Mrs. Ogden was coming — the nurse had told her 
that toMiy times, cHnittittg the unnecessary informa- 
tiMi that the physician had given orders for the 
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tdegt&m tliat she herself had sent East. Davy— 
llie Prince — she had drifted back to Mrs. Prouty's 
and was finding the dishes so heavy to ^tl Be- 
^des, there was a roax of water in the pan — and 
Stepsister was playing tmd it hurt her head. But 
the fairies were there in the sunbeam across the 
floor. They had hold of hands ami were dancing 
about her. More than that — they were talking to 
her in odd> high-pitched, snipping little voices. 

The nurse saw her lips moving. She was not rest- 
ing in sleep. It was well that Mrs. Ogden was com- 
ing back. There were bad signs — the pulse. . . . 
The nurse resolutely took her mind away from the 
pulse as if by considering it she should stop its beat 
altogether. Oh, if those incessant noises would 
only stop! It had been a mistake not to tidce the 
chUd to a hospital at once ! They had had no notion 
it would go like this! If she were not roused to an 
interest within the next twenty-four hours. . . . 
Comfort opened her eyes. 

"It's the fairies!" she said) quite clearly, to the 
nurse. 

i;"Of course, dear," said the nurse, not at all 
clearly. 

"They've got her. They told me so just now," 
faint as the voice was, it had an energy that had not 
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been there for many days. "Listen!" The nurse 
listened and heard the hxim of traffic afar and the 
screech of motors anear. The piano had stopped 
playing — thank heaven! 

"They sound angry, but they Men't!" 

"No, indeed; they are not in the least angry. 
They are very nice fairies, I should say— fairies that 
will sing you to sleep if you will let them. You 
were dreaming, dear. Now go to sleep again." 

"I brought them out of the dream,** she insisted, 
weakly — Glistening. "Oh, please, Snow White, can't 
you hear them?" This was no fever of delirium 
and Snow White listened. She pushed back the 
ivory rings on the chintz curtains so that they would 
not click together softly in the breeze; and then she 
heard the fairies! — heard them so distinctly that she 
wondered she had not heard them before. 

"It is some one writing on the typewriter in the 
apartment above, dear," she said gently. "Does it 
bother you much?" 

"It is the Princess," the colour swept back into 
her cheeks and her eyes were bright. "They told 
me!" ^e listened tensely. "No-o, I don't imner- 
stand them now, but they told me a li'l minnit ago, 
We'H resker her!" The tone was faint but trium- 
phant. 
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"Of course we will," cheerily. "Now — go to 
sleep. 90 tbat 7<ra will be strong for the resale." 

Faijy-godmotber t^diently doaed hxx eyet, and 
Snow 'White, who feit jubilant iadeed. was so omsBly 
ignorant that sdie was not even mystified by the 
convorsatitm! They had told her of the duld's 
love for fairy lore. If the dick oi tj^writ« keys 
meant fairies to her. so much the better! 

" Click-ciiek-click-clidi I " Why, she could see the 
Prinoess sitting before it in a dull skylight room with 
a pile of loose tdieets flung about on the couoh! 
"Click-click-click!" If the fairies would only come 
agaia and t^ her how to get to her! Snow White 
had seemed to know where she was, too! Somehow 
the flash of straigth that had ctnne to her was oozing 
away, and die bad a queeriah feeling of gtwing out 
through the top of her head. Suj^xise she should 
not be able to get back into it again by the time 
the Princess needed her! Snow White was giving 
her something that made a funny feeling in her 
wrists and she fouzid herself "back in again" in a 
jiffy. There was an odd crinkle in her eyes and 
Snow White seemed very far away, but her voice 
was tremendously loud in her ear and the fairies had 
b^uQ shrieking "Quick! Quick! Quick!" Then 
she saw^now White quite clearly and her voice was 
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Tny aoft and low and she imderatood WfUtt she ina 
sayixig. HoreoTer, she found thtA. she could talk, 
too. 

"You must go quick," she eaM. "Tell her that 
she must eomel" The nurse looked bewildered. 
"Fll go out through the top e( my head again! 
Listm! Quick! Quick! Hun, Snow White!" 

Never was Snow White in bu(^ a quandMy with 
any of her patient«t Yet the child was in earnest 
and it would be dangerous to thwart her or put her 
off. ^e had a miraculous flash of strength after 
each dose of the stimulant yet the reaction. . . . 
Surely whoever it was — ^man or woman that was 
hammering away — would imd«stand! The appeal 
(^ childhood was universal. With a glance at her 
patient to reassure herself that she had time to 
seek out the fairies, she sped to the elevator and 
held it for their return as she rang the bell of the 
apartment above. 

Katherine Woods faced her, amazed. The nurse 
was pretty and troubled and very much in earnest 
tfaou^ a bit incoherent. 

" Will you be good enough to come with me to see 
my patient in the apartment just below yoursP It*s 
a little girl who — ^well, we are hoping of course to 
bring her through but we are not sure," she choked* 
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and the astonishment in KaUierine's eyes died awi^ 

in complete and tenda: miderstanding. 

"Of course I will come," she said simply. "You 
may tell me more about it as we go down." 

There was time only for a hasty explanation: 
the little girl had heard the typewriter — (Katherine 
was mighty sorry; she had had no idea) — Oh, it 
was not that in the least; quite the contraiy. The 
little thing had the notion that it was faines talking 
and she wamted to see. . . . Children were like 

that (Ah, Katharine knew only too wdl!) It 

was this way — ^the room just below that in which she 
had been working. . . . 

The apartment was shadowy, for the heat of the 
light had been shut out since the cool of the morning, 
but Katherine had a vague memory of Manuny's 
telling her that a little boy lived here. Perhaps 
she had misimderstood Mammy. She had reached 
the room that the nurse had indicated by slipping 
in ahead of her, and she heard the quiet, soothing 
voice say: 

"I've brought her to you, dear, so that you may 
see for yourself that she is not a fairy. Come in!" 

Katherine entered slowly and smiling in cheery 
fashion. A white slip of a child lay there, her worn 
little body outlined in all its angularity beneath the 
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single covering, and her large eyes seeming to shine 
out of the piUow in weird, burning brilliant^. With 
the faint glad cry from the pale lips, Katherine 
Woods threw herself on her knees beside the bed and 
gathered close the wasted form. 

"Fairy-godmother!" the sobs choked her ut- 
Ecrance. "What does this mean?' 

But Fairy-godmother, alone of the three, felt 
nothing strange in it all: something seemed to steal 
through hCT — warm and sweet and infinitely her own. 

"There are fairies!" she whispered contentedly, 
"They told me!" 
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FROM the wonderful morning of flie coming of 
the Princess, to the magic night when, laugh- 
, ing and weeping and mnrmurously cling- 
ing together, her two godchildren witnessed to her 
fairy power in the joy of their reunion, life seemed to 
Come to Fairy-godmother in marvellous iridescent 
waves that changed the whole world. 

Now she was at peace with all the fairies for she 
had broken the evil spell. 

"Sometimes," she admitted to her dear Princess, 
*'it was hard b'lieving that any of them was on my 
side 'tall." 

She never quite understood why the I^incess hid 
her face in the slender little neck, which was begin- 
ning already to lose the shadowy hollows, and whis- 
pered, as if to herself, a great many words — of which 
the only one that Comfort heard at all was "for- 
give." 

Snow White had been dismissed, with real tears at 
parting, for she had grown very fond of her small 
charge, and had announced with determination that 
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■be was an once g«ng to begin a coune in (airy tales. 
Katbmne, whoae (ortnight of rental wa« over bj 
many days, had taken Uie nurse's place and made, to 
C<Hnlort at least, a very satisfactory substitute. Big 
Be^, too, it seemed, quite approved of her, and never 
growled at her in the way Uiat he did at Mis. Ogden 
whom he wafl iat acting straight hack to New Y<vk 
to David almost as Kxm as sbe arrived. Fairy- 
godmother was v«*y glad indeed that Mrs. Qjden 
made a face at him and told him candidly that die 
should do as she thought best — for it meant that 
there were mOTnings oi incessant chatter as the two 
seemed to make up for lost time, or kmg, ddicions 
silences when the needles of both flew in and out, 
fashioning sheer artides of i^parel to be needed very 
soon. 

It was di, indeed, as Fairy^;odmother said, "won- 
nerful." 

There was only one flaw in the happiiness: the 
Prince was not there. This seemed very queer, too, 
for he had promised, ever since he had heard that she 
was ill, that he would come as soon as she b^an to 
imjwove. Those were his very words — "began to 
improve"— and she inquired anxiously about the 
spelling so that there could be no mistake in her 
potation of the phrase when she reminded him. At 
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first his excuses, though varied, seemed to be quite 
understandable; but of Ute he had even stopped 
making them. He simply did not refer to his visit 
at all. He ignored those sentences in her painful 
scrawls which suggested it. Despite her faith in him, 
she felt hurt, and two others knew that she felt hurt 
before she knew it herself — ^three others, in fact — ^for 
in reality the Prince woiJd stare at the ignored sen- 
tences moodily, and then go out for a long tramp 
somewhere. 

It was certainly very queer. Mr. Carruthers ar- 
rived, so it was dear that people could leave things 
and come from New York. Yet even he, much as 
he seemed to like being there, insisted on staying 
with Mr. Ames at the Club instead of accepting Com- 
fort's hospitable offer of the south bedroom which 
hadnotasingle-winglepersoninit. (The desirability 
of having all of one's rooms full had been instilled 
into Comfort.) She liked Mr. Carruthers for he was 
very kind and pleasant to her and the Princess — 
whMU he seemed to love so much that Fairy-god- 
mother wished more than ever that the Prince would 
come. But Mrs. Ogden he glowered at worse than 
had the Big Bear (with whom he had conferences 
frequently) and, between them, they quite bullied 
her into retumiog with Mr. Carruthers to David 
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and the sea. B^ Bear insbted on the sea; while 
Mr. Car^uth«^s, with a sly wink at the physician, 
spoke most of David. The Princess, they assured 
her many times, was quite capable of looking after 
Fairy-godmother, and both would return to New 
York very soon. 

It was on their last day together that Fairy-god- 
mother said wistfully to Mrs. Ogden: 

" Give our love to the Big Prince and tell hiin that 
we miss him very, very much and want him to come." 

Mrs. Ogden looked at her sister in a very queer 
way — quite, indeed, as If she were pleading: "May 
I, Katsle?" 

There was an expression in the face of the Princess 
that the child had never seen there before as she 
replied coldly: 

" You may tell him tiiat Fauy-godmother is looking 
forward to going to him soon." 

Then Comfort, the tenlades of whose mind were 
groping eagerly as of yore, heard words and phrases 
-which she memorized carefully during the following 
hours of nothing to do, turning them over and over 
in her brain in the vain attempt to squeeze the mean- 
ing out of them. 

"You will never forgive him, Katsie?" Mrs. 
Ogden had asked, and the Princess had replied with 
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a queer litUe rush of words that tumbled ova eadi 
otiux in their Iiaste to leave her Ups: 

"Mollie, don't you see? Can't you understand 
that the fact <A your not — ^being dead — does not 
make any differeiice in idiat he did? Li what he 
would always be in my ^es? The man I knew has 
never really lived at all* and the man who does five 
has ruined even his menMHy. Flease try to under* 
stand. Don't think me obstlnatdy hard." 

"But he has tried to make restitution in ereiy 
way." 

* "Pah! Money that was yours by r^ht and that 
he could not use if he tried a lifetime! Hie soI« 
samfice to him was in not having it published on the 
front pages of the papers!" 
- "Katsie! You know that is tmfair!" 

" Unfair or not" — a hard little line crept about the 
lips of the Princess — "all the pain and the miseryj 
the emptiness and bitterness of my life and yours are 
due to him. Why should I give him further op- 
portunity to disturb me? It was vast sport he had 
with n^ credulity onoe~-but, really, it is hardly 
necessary to make a Roman holiday a continuous 
celebraticm." 

It was all very interestiog and — ^with the excep- 
tion of a few words that she did not know — very easy 



DiailizodbvGoOgle 



Enckankd Hearts 881 

to lememb^, so CtHotort went through the duologue 
many times while Katherine fancied that she was 
whispering fairy tales. 

A month afterward as she was wandering hand in 
hand with her R'ince about the upp^ terrace at 
Martindale she asked abrtqitly: 
■ "What is a roam and holiday?" 

After a moment ol pause, he had undwstood and 
smilingly coimtered with another questi(m which 
wrought sad havoc in its answer with his peace of 
uiDd. Bit by tnt she repeated it all, slurring in 
trader sotidtude the words that she fancied might 
hurt him only to bring into greata* prominence the 
l^u'ases that stabbed most crudly. 

"I think," she said gently, "that the Princess 
doesn't unnerstand and she's afraid of toads and 
sewepins. Don't you think so?" 

"Perhaps." His moody gaze brought no comfit 
to her. 

''What ought we to do about her?" 

"We (sai do nothing, Fairy-godmother," he said 
sadly, "until you can wave your wajid over her mind 
and change from a beast back into a prince the pic- 
ture of me that you find th»e." 

"Ill try," promised Comfort soboly — and thoD. 
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■he si^ed: it seemed that a fairy godmother's worb 

WES never done I 

From that day on she waidied her <^portumfy, 
and it came not long after, when she was staying the 
week-^id with them aJl in town before Mr. and Mrs. 
Camithers and David went to London where, it 
seemed, Mr. Carruth^s was to spend several months, 
''looking over situations." At least, that was the 
way she understood it and it had caused her some 
anxiety. 

*'Has Mr. Camithers lost his job?" she had in- 
quired of Martin, rather atartling him imtil he 
grasped her understanding of it. 

"I am afraid not," he had replied, twinkling. "I 
am trying to make him lose it, however, for I have 
what I consider a much better one for him.'* 

''That's good," she replied with a ^h. "It 
would be tough, wouldn't it, to lose your job as soon 
as you were married?" 

"Indeed." 

"I like Mj. Camithers; he's so zippyl And the 
way he puts the piep into our bunch is something 
wonnerful." A remark which delineated the tonic 
^ect of Carruthers's presence so accuratdy that 
^rappy " became a household word thereafter. ' 
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Comfort had stayed over with Eatherine after 
their leaving for she had instinctively anticipated the 
girl's loneliness, made more acute by the jubilant 
happiness that was suddenly swept away as if she 
had no real part in it. Iliey had had many things to 
discuss — ^the Princess and her Pairy'^odmother — ^for 
plans were being made that had to do intimately with 
them both: the IMnce was going to adopt Comfort! 
She had not been exactly sure at first just what that 
meant, nor why the Prince had insisted on Mr. 
Gnome's going down South to find out if she had any 
"relations." 

"The Prince said he thought it would be better 
all 'round, in case anything should ever come up," 
she explained to Katherine who was listening to it all 
wistfully. *'I was wonnerfully glad that they were 
all dead for I don't want any rations 'cept you and 
the Prince." She felt a little quiver go through the 
girl's body at the words and quite irrelevantly she 
said: "Preciousest Princess, may I please scringle 
your hair it I brush it all out nice befcoe you go to 
bed?" 

, Smilingly the I^cess loosened the bubbfy masses 
and Comfort stood a moment, lost in admiration. 

"I wish the Prince could see it down," she said 
absently, and th^i at a queer expression that flitted 
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acroBs tiie eyes of the Princess, she cau^t up ibe 
shining billotra and began arrai^Dg ihem in a oo^- 
fun that cau^t her fancy, nsing many odd Uttlo 
undulations of the hand. So engrossed was she m 
ho- taak, hei hands wreathing and foodli^ it, and 
ber lips moving soundlessly, that she was startled 
at a low langh. Loc^ng up guiltily she met the 
eyes <A the Princess in the mirror. 

"What in the world are you d(»ng, dhild?" the 
musical cad«ice demanded) lau^ter in the Hit at 
it. 

"I was just — Iransformin*," she breathed peol- 
■ tently. 

"Transforming what?" Here was a mystery! 

"The beast that's in your mind baxk into the Big 
Prince. He's so missable!" 

The I^incess held her off at arm's length and 
gazed seafcblngly into the luminous depths of the 
dear eyes. Then she dasped her dose. 

"Yon Messed baby!" she esdaimed, with a new 
thrill in her TMee. "May you never know what it 
b to have a beast in your mind that will not change, 
but grins and grins and grins at you until> some; 
times, you almost go mad!" 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

TEE ChnstmaB party had been a'grand success. 
Everybody said so. Of course, it would have 
been nicer if the Carruthers had been home, 
but the Proutys enjoyed it quite as mudi, perhaps, 
as if they had been. It was Mr. Prince's introdudion 
to the Proutys (for Mr. ^ort was going to be a 
Prouty very soon) in the character of Mr. Charies 
E. Martin c^ New York and Martindale. Comfort 
felt that she had done wond^uUy well to keep it 
from them that the "farm" which Mr. Prince had 
was the country place of which they had chatted 
so interestedly and familiarly of old. Yet she had an 
intuitive notion that th^ would feel more comfort- 
able if they thought their host was to be the Mr. 
Prince whom they knew very well. It was in every 
sense her party. She bad chosen the tree, the guests, 
the gifts for th«n, and had been duly comiulted 
about the dinner. A haj^ier small person could 
not have been found anywhere. Martin had al' 
most forgotten the gnawing ache of incompleteness in 
bis own scheme of things aa he watched her de^ 
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lightedly dispensing h.'st gifts. But now it was all 
over and she seemed unwarrantably anxious for them 
to depart. It was assuredly not in the least like her 
hospitable little seU, and he marvelled. He turned 
withastart at the voice of Gladys Prouty at his elbow: 

"WeU, Vii. Prince — I mean Martin — ^IVe had the 
swellest time I ever had in my life and that's going 
some, if you know what I mean." 

Mother Prouty chimed in with em/preasment: "It's 
God's truth, Mr. Martin! I don't know when 
anything ever happened to me so sort of genteel.** 
Martin smiled cordially. He was quieter, they 
thought, and "sort of gentler" than he used to be. 
It was thdr fashion of expressing the transmutation 
of the ironic hxunour into a gracious acceptance of 
the foibles of others as in no degree estranging them 
from him. He had gained much of Cricket's toler- 
ance, with none of his caustic wit. 

"I am very glad," he said in reply. "I am only 
JBorry that we cannot persuade you to stay here over- 
night, and glimpse the Christmas tree on Christ- 
mas monung as well as the Eve. This does not 
fit my notion of hospitality at all — having you catch 
a night train into New York." 

"Oh, but " began Comfort, anxiously, hopping 

fnmi one foot to the other. 
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"I'm sure that Mrs. Hardy would have made you 
very comfortable. She ddights in having coEdpany," 
he went on serenely, quite oblivious ot sundry 
twitchings of his sleeve. Mrs. Prouty paused and 
glanced at her daughter and Comfort intercepted the 
glance with obvious distress. 

"Oh, I think they'd better go," she offered. 
"It's very pleasant, riding on the train at nightt" 

Cricket laughed in genuine merriment and the 
Proutys exchanged glances of amusement and moved 
toward the arch of the hospitable library where the 
tree spread its lavish branches. Martin was genu- 
inely astonished at the child's behaviour. 

"Why, dear little Fairy-godmother," he protested, 
laughing despite himself, "you know that this is 
your Christmas party and " 

Comfort caught his hand pleadingly. "Yes, and 
it was an awfully lovely party, Mr. Prince, and 
everybody had a good time; but now it's over, you 
see, and everybody ought to go but us." Her very 
large and expansive wink included the wbc^e room- 
ful at this announcement. 

The pained expression on Martin's face was not 
simulated to her but real, and she^drew lus am about 
her as she explained: 

"You see, Stepsister has got her watchj and Mr. 
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Gnome has got his 'pointment, and Mr. Giaat has 
got his jewl'iy, and Stepmother has got her relvut 
cloak, and I've got — oh! millions and millions (£ 
things 1 An' a 'doption, which is most of all I But 
you haven't yoin- pressunt yet» and you can't have 
it till they go!" 

Martin smiled whinmcally upon th^n. "I hope 
that erery one nnderstands that this is no lade <^ 
affection or hospitality upon our part — only some 
myBterious gift which cannot, for some reason, be 
presented until the party is over." 

"Oh, it's all light with us, Mr. Pr-Martin*" e^ 
siu^ Miss Prouty. ''She's just boi bustin' with 
what dhe's going to give you and I don't think she 
could h(Jd in much longer. I hc^e you tell us aftegr 
it's over. It must be some Christmas present, all 
right!" with an daborate wink at the oth^s. "No* 
really, it's the honest-to-goodness truth, I w<mEdn't 
miss Christmas morning in the city for anything." 

Bland appeared upon the threshidd with a suavity 
increased by the monory of his late ignominious 
equality among them. 

"Hi *ave hOTdered the car, sir, hand it will be 
'ere, sir, in five minutes not to 'urry, sir, for there's 
plenty of time to make ihe train." 'He wa3 ^MNlt to 
withdraw when Comfort called him: 



=d by Google 



Enchanted Hearts 389 

"01i» Mr. Blandt" She whi^iered excitedly ia 
his ear as, he bent over her in vain attempt to hide 
the smile on his lips. 

"Yes, Miss Faiiy-godmother, it's hall right. I 
told Jenkins about that, Miss, and Mrs. *Aidy said 
would you 'ave the goodness to speak to 'er a minute 
about a himportant harrangauent." 

Comfort lifted her chin in such exact imitation 
of the Princess that Martin gasped. The words, 
however, she borrowed from his own vocabulary as 
she replied : 

"Certainly. Mr. Bland. Tell Mrs. Hardy I shall 
communicate with her as soon as I have taken leave 
of my guests!" Bland coughed as he hurriedly 
departed, Gladys stifled a giggle, and Cricket went 
over to the window and stared very fixedly out into 
the moonht snow, 

''Listen to it!" murmured Miss Prouty, wander- 
ing over to him; "ain't it th^e with the highbrow? 
It will be poUy-vooia* in a yeu: if you know what I 
mean."j 

"'Hoo-hoo, Mr. Bland!" called Fairy-godmoth»> 
racing after him, her pose quite forgotten, "tell her 
that anything's all right with me ! There's no rush ! " 
A genial smile greeted her ];etum. 

"Well, we gotta be goin*. Get your duds on, mal 
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Youaint g(»ng to wear that vdrut doak back to 
the city on tlie train, are you? Glee, but you've 
certainly been good to the Prouty family, Mr. Mar- 
tin! That's the swellest bracelet watch I ever sawl 
I CCTt'ny never expected to really own one with a 
gennywine stone in it." 

''Fairy-godmother deserves all the credit of the 
selection/' Martin laughed. "She seemed to think 
that she knew what every one wanted most." 

*'Wdl, she cert'ny hit me right where I lived," 
assev^ated Miss Prouty giving, aa usual, a necessary 
exorditmi to her mother's lassitiidiuoiis speech. 

"I've always just longed for a vdvut doak, Mr, 
Martin," averred that lady. ''TTiey're so sort of 
aristocratic looking! And I never dared to hope 
for fur on it." She stroked the imdreamed-<tf luxury 
with taider fingCTs. "That's real, too; I can always 
tell — the way they're dyed." 

A year ago Martin would have hidden a smile, 
but now the ynada brought a far diS^ent feding 
and be was glad to turn to Short and recdve that 
person's ponderous thanks and assurances of a de- 
lightful evening. 

Comfort, who had been recdving a querying unda-. 
tone from Miss Prouty, suddenly rushed upon him : " 

i"Oh* Mr. Prince, Stepsister says would you mind 
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if she took Mr. Giant to get a squint at the ball 
room, for he isn't likely to get a chance to set his 
lamps on such a swell jcnnt again in some time." 

"Let Miss Gladys show Mr. Short anything that 
she wishes," he smiled over the child's head at the 
girl who was, with a great assumption of wacfm- 
sciousness, fingering her bracelet watch. "You will 
have several minutes before time to start Peters 
will sound the motor horn for you." 

"Oh, thanks ever so much, Mr. Martin! Th^*8 
several little ideas that I'd like him to get here. 
Of course we can't afford anything like this, but we 
both like things that are sort of classy, and we 
might get imitations. I suppose you noticed my 
ring?" she queried, flashing it by a deft turn of the 
liand. "It's my Christmus present from him." 

"Indeed I noticed it at once, Miss Gladys.' I 
hope that you will be as happy as you deserve to 
be, and that is sayiijg a great deal." Miss Gladys 
Prouty twisted h^ neck upon its high collar to make 
sure that her fiance was out of earshot, and that 
Cricket and Fairy-godmother were quite absorbed 
in making an engine go (Comfort had a passion for 
mechanical toys). Then she said coufi^wtially in, 
a low tone: 
' *'0h. I think I'll be lu^py all right, Of courae. 
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marriftge is a gamble, but my motto is, 'take your 
pick and then shut up about it.' I don't believe In 
startin* anything I think I can't finish, and Short 
has got class and he suits me." She tinned the 
ring on her finger speculatively. "Flashes nice, 
don't itP" she mused. "It's gennywine, too." 

"It is a very pretty ring," Martin assured her, 

"Oh, you could do better maybe if you had a 
billion dollars," carelessly, "but I like it. Short ast 
me if I'd rather have a big one fdth a flaw in it or 
a little one that hadn't none, becuz they was the 
same price; and I says to him: 'Lord, Short, if you 
are a-going to purchase something that's a dollar 
down and a dollar a week the rest of your life, for 
Pete's sake, get something that looks the part. 
If you gotta use a microscope on a ring, I believe in 
usin' it lookin* for the flaw and not for the stone.' 
That's me, all over!" 

"I bdieve it is," agreed M«iJn heartily yet in- 
scrutably, "and I think that you did exactly right. 
I want to know as soon as you have decided upon the 
date definitely, for Fairy-godmother and I shall 
want a share in the plans." 

"Oh bee-lieve me, Mr. Martin," laughed Miss 
Gladys, backing toward the door in the way that 
she had read, in the etiquette column of the daily 
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psper, tt should be done. "I'm right on the apot'with 
the info any time she asks me. If there's anything 
floating towiu'd me that looks like a wedding present, 
I ain't the one to look shyj and back oS and murmuh: 
' Why, nilly— I nevCT^pected anything of the kind!'" 

As Afiaa Gladys finally attained the vanishing 
point of the draperies in her backward manoeuvres, 
Martin glanced helplesdy at Cndcet and both 
seemed to be seized at identically the same moment 
with such a violent tickling in the throat that Com- 
fort looked up from her engine in surprise: 

"Well — ^whaddye know about that?" she d^ 
manded in wide-eyed astonishment. It was a 
remark that turned Martin suddenly grave — with 
a helpless ^ance at Cridcet at which the latter's 
throat became more unmanageable than ever. Aa 
soon as he could gain control of his vocal cords he 
commented with a lift of the eyebrows: 

"Martin, you're the best chap alive, but you are 
going to have your hands full in training us along 
the path we should go." 

A shadow of pain flitted across the' finely chiselled, 
thoughtful face: 

"Don't, Cricket," he begged. "I feel like an 
unconscionable prig. Lord help me; I'm not trying 
to train any one! I have pitiful need of discipline 
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mysdl." It was a trend which Cricket swiftly in* 

terrupted by whimsy. 

'"How do you know that I shall make any sort <rf 
a vice-president and general counsel-in-chief in this 
company you are forming to take over Carruthers's 
happily about-to-be-defunct magazine — and the rest 
of it?" 

"I don't. Cricket," replied Martin, glinting a 
smile. "You may make a tremendous mess of iti 
But that is only what the present publishers' have 
done and we shall, I hope, be reckoned as a faithful 
failure at least — ^while they " 

"You have the optimism that looks upon a failure 
. or so as more or less a means of progress? " Martin's 
vital creed was tossed at him with no thought of its 
meaning to him, as Cricket cheerfully pulled Fairy- 
godmother's curls. 

"Hiat belief alone keeps me morally alive from 
day to day," he answered, turning away to the 
window, and Fairy-godmother, understanding, not 
the words but the deeper need of the spirit with her 
wonderful intmtion of things 'not of earth-earthy, 
slipped away from Cricket and began caressing 
Martin's hand. Cricket wisely (diose to disregard the 
minor, and plunged at once into the common diord: 

"Your faith in me certainly will make me ambi- 
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tious and loyal — but there is such a thmg, my dear 
feUow, as efficiency per se." 

"Lord, yes!" Martin raised ah eyebrow in a 
compelling reaction of mood; "and if you discover 
any one in the personnel who is efficient per se, 
^miss him! I will not have such a being on the 
pay roll. I have handed over this thing to you and 
Camithers: to Carruthers, because be knows all 
there b to know about the making of a magazine; 
to you, because your ignorance on the subject Is 
quite as vast as his knowledge. You will make a 
capital team, and I wash my hands of you, save upon 
one point: my presidency consists in decreeing that 
the financial returns thereof shall not be over- 
weening. If I discover that you two are making too 
mudi money out of this thing. It will demonstrate to 
me beyond the shadow of a doubt that somebody on 
&e staff is growing efficient — and you will have to 
take it off my bands. Make money if you want to; 
but remember, it is at your own peril if you do/* 

Cricket was chuckUng a submissive: "Ay-ay, 
captam!" 

"Moreover," Martin continued impressively, "you 
'might as well tmderstand right now that I wish it 
known that you prefer new writers, and that you 
Mc^t material from well-known authors only when 
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the misforied. ^lul, tmauqg cannot fill your pagea witk 

the stuff that people want,^ read." 

"Plv,tt,'a to be a jtQnfilar Tenture, U it?"^qumed 
C wket efljoyip^,, 

"Qh, jjiy,.jesl Qf. Fairjr-godmother will loan me 
the i^e of hej: phrase 1) J( is to be very popular, 
for it is to have truth to Uf e or truth to fancy — as 
the theme d^oauds— aimfJy and dearly \mttea." 
^"Fairy stories?" inqui^ Comfort absorbedly. 

"By all means fairy 8t^^^! We're going to start 
on a quest 1;o &id all the hidden treasures of the world 
-love being chief " .. 

(" Somewl^t of ^ lai^e order," murmured Cricket.) 
, ". . . , . A^^-^^'ce Ijeaving the poeubly nec- 
essary exhuiQatic^ to .others; but of coiurse the 
details of this i^Jrra^igeqient fire to be left to our more 
^actical chief. Carru.'the^," 

/ , "I .b^£i# to draw a freer breath i^on this." 
twinkled Cricket relieve^ly, Martin lauj^ed and 
shn^gge*} awny }ua wbipuy. 

"All the same, Cricket," he said, in a practica] 
tone, "I believe that people will continue to read, 
for the most and best part, sane, ^olesome stuff, 
qleaq ,in purpose, and style, and I am willing to 
back this theory finai^9^}ly. By the way — don'fi 
jEorget that I atq, cJ^PM^ting you to continue thoafi 
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articles of yours; "you_are'-lo6 good txTwaste as a 
mere vice-prcaideut and TOimsel, fop'botE of tis''wil! 
sit at Camitho^'s feet when it co.mes.to ariytWng 
fanportant in law or doctrine." 

"You will look funny," observed Comfort with a 
little giggle as her swift visualization flashed .the 
picture to her. *'0h," as Cricket, smiling, moVed 
toward the door at the sound of the darion caS 
to the ear, '*you aren't going, Mr. Gnbnle?** and 
Martinechoed: - ' i , • 

"Surely you don't have to race away in this 
fashion, old man?" Oricket nodded with an odd, 
wistful smile as Comfott ditoppeared to make sure 
that her other guests were not to be left. 

"Thanks, Martin, but l*m like Miss Gladyfe — ^I 
must have my Christmas morning In the city!" 

"Cricket!" The low call trom Martin was in a 
tone that was new to Cricket, and he turned hastily. 
There was misery written oil the face of his friend — 
a misery of soul and body hunger that suddeiily 
turned him gaunt and haggards 

"Cricket, I can't stand this! Tell me only 61ie 
thing— for there is a con^lraicy'of silraice about her; 
is she — happy?" 

^ "Yes," said Cricket simply. Then he addedi 
•*lijw)i)ier tium she has been siace '" 
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*'l know. Forgire me; but I have been haU mad,' 
I thinlc The child used to tell me — bits, now and 
then — crumbs on which I lived — but they have 
sealed her lips, too — now. I thought I could heap 
it better if I knew just that she was not — unhappy.'' 
" "She is not unhappy." Cricket's tone was even^ 
and he spoke with a forced simplicity that seemed^ 
somehow, chill and distant. 

"Don't think me an utter fool. I know nothing 
of her life since I saw her last. It is torture not to 
feel sure even of her condstent hatred." 

; "She no longer hates you. She is busy and happy.'* 
The facts were put in staccato fashion. 

"Yon see her frequently?" 

"When she is in town." 

"Happiness would not come to a woman ofh^ 

type unless — is there some one ?" 

'^ "There is." 

"Giod!" It was only a breath, but the agony of 
it was complete. For a moment Cricket faltered,' 
but the langh of Faiiy-godmother in the hall re- 
lieved the tension. 

"Excuse me, Mr. Gnome" — she appeared at'the 
docurway, flushed and happy — "but they've gone out 
to the car!" 

Martin and Cricket silently gripped hamls. 
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LEFT alone, Martin dropped moodily into the big 
. armchair by the glowing cavern of the fire- 
place and was oblivious to the passing of 
minutes until soft hands were pressed over his eyes. 
' "Fairy-godmother!" 

"You guessed me!" She settled herself comfort- 
ably on the arm of his chair. " You will please *scuse 
me for being gone so long, but I had to see Mrs. 
Hardy 'bout some very, very important things." ' 

"The burden of a household and a newly acquired 
Prince is heavy?" 

"Oh, my, no! It's all right with me! I'm hav- 
ing a fine time!" the assurance came swiftly.' "And 
the best — ^the vee-ree best — is coming soont" 
■ "How soon?" 

"Just as soon as Mrs. Hardy can fin fab doing it 
up",(alittIegiggleof excitement). "ItVthe'pressunt, 
you know. And it's the best of anything I" 

"Better than the party?" 

"Oh, mHIionaand millions better)^ But it'^iTaa 
Avfnlly lovdy party, Mr. Prince j^rontritdy.'' 

899' 
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"Better than being adopted?" ITiere was~a 
dubious pause. 

"Well," she began carefully, "I don't want to 
^ hurt your feeliogs, dear Big Prince, but it's nicer 
even than being 'd(^>ted; just a teenty-weenty speck- 
mite nicer," she added, as she caught a little sigh 
that she interpreted into her own language. "It'a 
this way: first comes the .{)ressunt — oh, I 'most aaid 
it; then just the speckiest mite this way to it cornea 
the being 'dopted; then comes the party; then just 
nordinary Cbristmus things." 

"I understand. It must indeed be exciting — 
this present yoi^ are ^ving met" Teasi^gly he 
added: "Are you quite sur^ that I shall like it?" 
How he tried — ^unlike the. old Martin — ^to hide his 
mood from the colourful atmosi^here it might 
cloud! 

"Oh, youTl be cra:^ about itl" 

"Ever hear me say that I wanted one?" 

Sudi an excited little giggle I The child would 
be nervously worn out b^ore her Christmas pleasur- 
ing was done! 

"We-eU, not de^fin-nit-ty;, but I know that you 
do!" 

"Are you sure that i t is entirely propm f or,B i»,to 
have'itr^ ' ' " " ^ 
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A shade of leal uixietyaime ovetber'tai&s. '^Tli^t's' 
what Mrs. Hardy said; biit ihcn she said Ha long its I 
'sisted on giving it to you 'for ChristibuB,'it would 
be all right, and so did -— -" ^e suddenly put'a 
palm over her mouth. "Oh, men^ mel I_Was 
afanost a leaves-diaper!" 

"I am palpitating with eagerness to find oiit what' 
it is that you" — ^here a ^ade of reproach wept into 
his voice — "would like the speck-mitiest' bit better 
than belonging to me!" 

Comfort put her arms about his neck. 

"Oh, dear Mr. Prince, it isn't, trooly-tooly — 
'cepting that it's part of being 'dopted. And I love 
being 'dopted, I do, trooly-rooly. and I Was s<»red 
stiff wh^i Mr. Gnome was hunting up relations on 
me — weren't you?" 

"I felt better when it was over, 1 will admit." 

"Stepsister says that I'm a Incky guy to be able 
to choose my relations 'stead of havhig them wished 
on me like most people." 

Martin brou^t her to his knee and spoke se- 
riously: 

"And one of the first things that we shall do is to 
find some very, very kind and cultiu^ woman, who 
knows all about tea<dung little ^Is, to help the 
very finest little-^I thou^ts in that dear little head 
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to grow up into the most beautiful young-lady 
thoughts clothed in tlie most carefully chosen words.' 
What do you say to that?" 

"Oh, but Mr. R-ince, maybe you won't have to 
when " 

"Santa Claujs!" Bland's voice made theannounce- 
ment in a queer, choked utterance not in the least 
like Bland and he withdrew so precipitately that he 
almost tripped over the draperies — ^whidb, also, was 
not in the least like Bland. 

Martin looked at the door in surprise.^ It was 
true. There stood Santa Claus — and with a bound. 
Comfort had left him and was drawing the bulky, 
masked, and bearded personage within the circle 
of the softly glowing candles on the tree — the sole 
light save the flickering red of the hearth. Santa 
Claus moved slowly — weighted down apparently with 
a vast deal of extraneous material. 

"It's the pressunt! It's the ptessunt!" phrieked 
Fairy-godmother, in wild excitement. 

Truth to tell, Martin's attention was given rather 
to her than to the red-coated and white-wigged 
figure, for he feared her becoming overwrought, and 
he felt that Mrs. Hardy should not have let her 
embark upon such an exciting mystery. He slqiped 
en arm about the little quivering form, and drew hat 
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to him as, in a whimsical tone, he addressed himself 
to the fantastic visitor: 

"We are very glad to welcome you, Santa Claua. 
You have given us quite a surprise— but we hope 
not more than our newly recovered health can 
endure, comfortably. You see^ we were expecting 
you through the chimney, as usual." Comfort 
gurgled a delicbus accompaniment. "Did you 
bring with you your pack, in which I hear there is a 
gift for me, or did you leave it with the reindeer on 
the roof?" Comfort fairly doubled over with ap- 
preciation of this, and Martin hearing a faint sound 
from behind the mask inquired in mo<^ alarm: 
*'You don't suppose that Santa is deaf and dumb, 
do you?" 

•'Oh, my, no!" she exclaimed. "But you see — It 
— can't talk xmtil you find the pressimt; and you've 
got to find it yourself." 

"Santa Claus, I sincerely hope that you, in the 
person of my beloved housekeeper, Mrs. Hardy, will 
pardon this liberty of seardi. It seems to be de- 
manded of me." Helplessly he stood there; half 
laughing at his own uncertainty of what next to do 
as he locked from the tassel of the red cap that 
jaimtily fitted on the white hair, to the furred hem 
of the doak that, loose-belted, hung quite to thci 
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Scot. Fftiiy-godmotha caught the eq^resska of 
masculine helplessness, and a womanly pity stxAa 
over her. 9ie puUed the masked and wigged head 
down to her and whispered in the ear so wdl con- 
cealed. Then with fingers that interlaced m a 
passitm of excitement, she fixed her gaze upon the 
hem of the furred cloak. Martin's eyes obedi«itIy 
fi^wedhers. 

Suddenly, in the glow (d the candle %ht> a 
miracle happened! Slowly it crept out — the flash- 
ing, BciotiUating miracle— crept out until it lay 
thore like a live thing, joyously holding the fire oi a 
great love in its heart! The quiverit^ of squared 
shoulders mnAa the swiftly indrawn breath, which 
seemed to thrill through his lithe frame and tremble 
out through the fingertqis of the strong, soiaitive 
hands, was all that two others saw: but one fdt; 
and one — knew. Wordless, he dropped on (me knee 
and with unsure fingers searched his pocket for the 
trinket that never left him, as the child was well 
aware. There seemed to be the magic (^ under- 
standing in the air, for, as suddenly, the mirade was 
withdrawn and a point d satin blackness stole forth, 
lonely and imlit by any glistening I But not for 
long. Under Martin's fumbling fingers — ^more slowly 
moving than they had ever been before— ^rew 
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a mimde £ke to the other in every respect. The 
child uttered a sob of delight — the crystal slij^er had 
found its mate! 

'Whm he looked up» pleading and scarce believing 
that it was indeed a fairy tale come true, he found 
broTm eyes under bubbly hair looking strai^t into 
his. fiuddy mask and white locks had disappeared! 
He swung to his feet and eau^t her outstretched 
hands: 

"Katherine!" 

Fairy-godmother danced about them in an aban- 
don of joyouAUess that would have done credit to a 
Bacchante. 

"Now, isn't it better than the party, and the 
'doption, and everything? Because we never, never 
would have been happy without her in the whole 
wcurld! And I told her; and she came for a Christ* 
mus pressunt." 

The chill of feai swept over him and he searched 
her eyes. 

"Katherine," he demanded tensely, "what does it 
all mean? Have you come — ^just for the reason that 
the child gave? That we oould never be happy with- 
out you? God knows it is only too true — but don't 
let that roseleaf keep you from happiness without 
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"There is no happiness," she whispered aoftly, 
"without you." 

Bed cloak, tumbled hair and all, the Prince took 
the Princess in his arms in the glow of the Christmas 
candles. 

Perhaps because there was a real weariness in the 
little body that bad wrought so faithfully with fai^ 
power to bring happiness to all; perhaps because she 
caught the spirit of peace from the thrilling quiet 
of the two she loved, Pairy-godmother's mood grew 
wonderingly gentle — for she was mystified herself 
at the marvels of the night — and she chanted, none 
the less joyously in that it was reverently subdued: 

"Now I hum that I am * txooly-rooly Fairy — a 
Paiiy:r* Fairy 1" 
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\ STORIES OF RARE CHARM BY 

GENE STRATTON-PORTER 

MICHAEL O'HALLORANJ IMuatcated by FrancM Rogen. 

Michael !■ a quick-witted Uttle Iriali newsboy. Uvlns In Nortliem 
Indianm. He adoptt a deserted little girl, a cripple. He •Inu- 
Bumn the rMponalbili^ of leading the entire nii*l conunniiltjr u{h 
ward and onward. 
LADDIE. lUiutiated bjr Herman Ffdfer. 

Tliis i>'a bright, cbeery tale vith the acenea laid In Indiana. The 
•t<»T ia told br Little Sitter, the youngnt member of a large family, 
but it is concerned not to much with diildlsb doings aa with the love 
a&aira of older members of the family. Chid among them is that 
ef Laddie and the PrlnccH, an English girl who hoi come to'live la 
the neighborhood and about whose family there hangi a mystay. 
THE HARVESTER. lUuKiBtcd by W. L. Jacobs 

" The Harvester, " la a man of the woods and fields, and ft tha 
book bad nothing in it but the splendid figure of this man it would 
be DoUble. But wben the Girl comes to his " Medicine Wood*," 
there begins a romance of the larest idyllic quality. 
FRECKLES . Illustiated. i,. 

Freckles is a nameless w^f when the tale opent.'but tlie way in 
whitA he tabes hold of life ; the nature friendships he foms in the 
great Limbertoat Swamp ; the manner In which everyone who meeta 
him luccumbs to the charm of lils engaging personality ; and hia 
love-story with ' ' The Angel " are full <rf real sentiment, 
A GIRL OF THE LIMBERLOST. Uluitiated.' 

The stoiy of a girl of the Michigan woods ; a buoyant, lovcabla 
type of the self-reliant American. Her philosophy Is one of love and 
kindneaa towards all things ; her hope la never dimmed. And by 
the sheer beauty of her soul, and the purity of her vision, slie wins from 
barren and unpromising surroundings those rewards of high couiate, 
AT THE FOOT OF THE RAINBOW. lUustrationa in colon. 

The scene of this charming love story Is laid In Central Indiana. 
The story is one of devoted friendship, and tender self-aacrlfidng 
love. The novel is brimful of the moat tieautiful word painting of 
nature, and its pathos and tender sentiment will endear it to aU. 
THE SONG OF THE CARDINAL. Profusely Oluatrated. 

A love Ideal of the Cardinal bird and hit mate, told wltb dellocT 
and hnmcff. ^ 

GSX)SSET & DUNLAP, PUBLISHERS, NEW YoMt' 
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KATHLEEN NORRIS* STORIES 



MOTHER. niuBtnted by F- C. Y^m. 

This book has a fury-atory taQch, counterbalanoed b; 
tbe sturdy reality of stmcgle, aaczifice, and lenultiog peace 
ud power of • motiier's BxpOTenoea. 
SATURDAY'S CHILD. 
Fronti^nece by F. Grabam'Cootes. 

Out tm the Pacific coast a normal {^I, obscure and lovely; 
makes . a quest for hapinneeG. Sue paasee throuf^ threa 
■tages— poverty, wealth and service— and wotia out ft 
creditable salrotioD. 
THE RICH MRS. BUHGOYWE. 
Illustrated t^ Luuus H. Hitchcock. 

The atory of a senuble womao triio^keepe vithiii hee 
means, refuses to be swamped by sotriid ragag^aents, fives 
a normal human life of varied intraests, and has ha own 



THE STORY OF JULIA'PAGE. 
Frontdspiece by Allan Gilbert 

Hov Julia Page, reared ia rathw unpronuang surround'* 
ings, lifted hoself throue^ abeer determination to a hi|^ 
idane of Hfe. 

THE HEART OF RACHAEL. 
iS-ontiapieoa by Charles E. Chambers. 

Racbael is called upon to solve many i»obl«Ds, and bt 
working out these, there is diowB (he beauty and strengUi 
of soul of one of fiction's moat appealing chamctaa. 

GrOSSET & DtTNLAP, PUBLISHERS, NeW YoMI 
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Ibooth TARKINGTON'S 
NOVELS 



B EVENTflEH. Ulustrtted by Artliur IVilli&m Browa. 

No oae but the craator of Fenrod oould have pc»tniyed 
the inmuntal youn^ pec^ of thia lAary. Its hamot is in«- 
ristible and nauauoeot of the time when the reader waa 



PENROD. EhiBtrated by Goidos Giaat. 

Husk « ^ture of > boy's baart, full of the lovable, hu- 
mtaooB, tragic thmaa iriii<^ are locked aecnti to most older 
foUu. It is a fiaiAed, ezquiate wodc. 
PENBOD AND SAM. lUuatrated by Worth Bniim. 

like " Fairod " and " Bevrnteea," this book oostaioi 
aome remarkable phaaee of real boyhood and some of tite beat 
atones of javenile prankiahness that have ever been writtea. 
THE TURMOIL. lUostrated by C. £. Cbamben. 

Kbbe Sheridan la a dreamy, imadnative youth, who re* 
•rdtB a^Dst his ^fathw's idans for him to be a soritor of 
Ihk busmen. Tbe love"of a fine fpA turns Bibb's life from 
fulure to socceas. 
THE GENTLEMAN FROM INDIANA. FronUspiece. 

A story of !ove and politics, — m^e especially a iricture of 
a country editor's life in IndiaJoa, but.the charm of iliebook 
lice in tiis love intereat. 
THE FLIRT. LhiBtrated by Clarence P. Underwood. 

The " Flirt," the younger of two aeten, breaks one girl's 
mgaganMmt, drivea one man to suidde, causea the murder 
of another, lead) anotlMr to lose his fortune, and in the end 
marriaa a stupid and unpraninng adtor, leaving tite really 
worthy one to marry her rister. 

Atk /or ComfilcU fim JM tf G. & D. PoftJai Confll^ittJ FUbH 

GkOSSET & DUHLAP, PUBUSHERS, NeW YoRS 
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THE NOVELS OF 

STEWARD EDWARD WHITE 



■> »«H. Art far Qf—wt t DnIWt IM. 



THE BLAZED TRAir.. lUiutrBted by Thomas Fogarty. 

A wholeaome «toiy with gleanu of humor, telling of a young man 
who blazed hii way to fortune through the heart of the Mli-hlg an 

THE CALL OF THE HORTH. Ilia, with Scenes from the Play. 

The Btory center* about a Hudson Bay trading poet, known as 
"The Conjuror's House" (tbeoriglnBl title of the book.^ 
THE RIVERMAN, Ills, by K. C Wyeth and C. F. Underwood. 

The story of a man's fight against a riv«r and of a struggle be- 
tween honesty and grit on the one side, and dishonesty and shrewd' 
ness on the other. 
RULES OF THE GAME. Illustrated by Lejaren A. HlUer. 

The romance of the sou of '* The Riverman." The young college 
hero goes into the lumber camp, is antagonized by "graft." and 
comes into the romance of Us life. 
GOLD, inuftrated by Thomas Fogarty. 

The gold fever of "49 it pictured with vividness. A part of the 
•toiy is laid in Panama, the route taken by the gold-aeekers. 
THE FOREST . Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty. 

The book tells of the canoe trip of the author and his companion 
taCo the great woods. Much information about camping and oat< 
door life. A splendid treatise on woodcraft. 
THE MOUNTAINS. Illustrated by Femand Lungren. 

An account of the adventurM of a five months' camping trip in 
the Sierras of California. The author has followed a true sequence 
(rf events. 
THE CABIN, inustiated with [diotographs by the author. 

A chronicle of the building of a cabin home in a forest-girdled 
meadow of the Sienas. FuU of nature and woodcraft, and the 
shrewd philosophy of "California John." 
THE GRAY DAWN. IlMstiated by Thomas Fogarty. 

This book tells of the period shortly after the first mad rush for 
gold in California. A young lawyer and his wife, initiated into the 
gay life of San Francisco, find their ways parted through his down- 
ward course, but succeeding events bring the " gray dawn of better 
things " for both of tliem. 

Aak for Complelt fitt IM rf G. & D. Popalar Can/righled Fkthn 

GrOSSET & DUNLAP. PUBUSHERS, NeW YoRK 
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